PLAY S. 


Written by 
Sir John Vanbrugh. 


| VoLUME the SECOND) 


Containing 


| The ConrFeDperacy. 
The FALSE FritnD. 
The Mis TAKE. 
A Joux NxEVY to LoN Do. 
| The PRovox'p HusBanD. © 


£0 ©:0-N: 
Printed for J. Tod s ON and J. WATTS 
M DCC xXXxIV. 


—— 
— 


— 


8 


— —— 
4 — — — — 
——ÜK— — — — — — 
— — — 
— — — ———— 
— — — — — 
— — — —— _ 
— — — — — — — 
— — 
- 
- 
2 
- 
— — — 
— — 
— — — — 
— - — 
% — 
— 
— — - _— 
— 


IN MT MMT 
ju 
— 2 1 
=== ft 
= = | 
N ll, 
@ nat 
- (10/1 Wil, 
— n n 4 * 
— 10 I 1 Wh | 
1 = ULLI. ll 
= = (lll |! I TIM Bll F 
= N 
V JD 
— r SIO 


* 


— 
. 


THE 

CONFEDERACY. 
| A 

COMEDY. 

As it is Acted at the 

QUEEN's THEATRE 

In the 


HAY-MARKET. 


LONDON: 
Printed for J. TonsoN. 1734; 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by a Shabby Poet. 


E Gods ! what Crime had my poor Father done, 
That you ſhould make a Poet of his Son ? 
Or is't for ſome great Services of his, 
Tare flea;'d to compliment his Boy with this ? 
| [Shewing his Crown of Laurel. 
The Honour, I muſt needs confeſs, is great, 
If, with his Crown, you'd tell him where to eat. 
*Tis well— But I have more Complain i $—— look here ! 
| [Shewing his ragged Coat. 
Hark ye : D'ye think this Suit good Winter Wear ? 
In a cold Morning; uhu at a Lord's Gate, 
How you have let the Porter let me wait ? 
You'll ſay, perhaps, you knew I'd get no harm, 
You'd given me Fire enough to keep me warm. 
Ah 
A World of Bleſſings to that fire we owe ; 
Without it I'd ne'er made this Princely Show, 
J have a Brother too, now in my ſigh, 
Looking behind the Scenes. 
A buſy Man amongſt us here to-night : 
Your Fire has made him play a thouſand Pranks, 
For which, no doubt, yon ve had his daily Thanks; 
He'as thank'd you, firſt, for all his decent Plays, 
Where he ſo nick'd it, when he writ for Praiſe. 
Next for his meddling with ſome Folks in Black, 
And bringing Souſe . 2 prieſt upon his Backs, 


44 | For 


PROLOGUE. 


For building Houſes here t'oblige the Peers, 
And fetching all their Houſe about his Ears; 
For a new Play, he'as now thought fit to write, 
To ſooth the Town —which. they —— will damn to-night; 


Theſe Benefits are ſuch, no Man can doubt 
But he'll go cn, and ſet your Fancy out, 
Till for Reward of all his noble Deeds, 
At laſt like other ſprighily Folks he ſpeeds : 
Has this oreat Recompence fix'd on his Brow 
At fam'd Parnaſſus ; has your leave to bow 
And walk about the Streets —Equip'd—as Iam now, 


\ „ Fi. 2 * N 


EPIL OG U EF 
Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 


'VE heard wiſe Men in Politicks lay down . 
1 What Feats by little England might be done, 

Were all agreed, and all would aft as ore, 
Ye Wives a uſeful Hint from this might take, 
The heavy, old, deſpotick Kingdom ſhake, 
And make your Matrimonial Monſieurs quake, 
Our Heads are ſeeble, and we're cramp'd by Laus; 
Our Hands are weak, and not too ſtrong our Cauſe : 
Yet would thoſe Heads and Hands, ſuch as they are, JI 
In firm Confed'racy reſolve on War, [ Dear. > 
You'd find your Tyrants —— what I've found my 
What only Two united can produce h | 
Tou ve ſeen to- night, a Sample for your Uſe : 
Single, we found we nothing could obtain ; 
We join our Force and we ſubdu'd our Men. 


Believe 


EPILOGUE. 


Believe me (my dear Sex) they are not brave; 

Try each your Man, you'll quickly find your Slave. 

I know they'll make Campaigns, risk Blood and Life; 
But this is a more terrifying Strife; 

They'll ſtand a Shot, who'll tremble at a Wife. 

Beat then your Drums, and your ſhrill Trampets ſound, 
Let all your-Viſets of your Keats reſound, 
And Deeds of War in Cups of Tea go round : 

The Stars are with you, Fate is in your hand, 

In twelve Months Time you ve ps 7 hn half theLand ; 
Be wiſe, and keep 'em under. good Command. 

This Year will to your Glory long be known, 

And deathleſs Ballads hand your Triumphs don; 
Taur late Atchievements ever will remain, 

For tho" you cannot boaſt of many ſlain, 

Your Pris'ners ſhew, you've made a brave Campaign. 
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Ar Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 
Gripe, Two rich Money Scri- 2 Mr, Leigh. 
Moneytrap, 2? veners. Mr. Dogget. 


Dick, a Gameſter, Son to Mrs. Amlet. Mr. Booth. 


Braſs, his Companion, paſſes for his 
Valet de Chambre. * [ITO Pack, 
Clip, a Goldſmith, Mr, Mimes, 


Jeſſamin, Foot-boy to Clariſſa. 


WOMEN. 


Clariſſa, Wife to Gripe, an expenſive 
luxurious Woman, a great Adi Met Barry, 
rer of Quality. 
Araminta, Wife to Moneytrap, v 
intimate with Clariſſa, of the ame Mrs. Porter. 
Humour, 
Corinna, Daughter to Gripe by a for- 
mer Wife, a good Fortune, young, Mrs. Bradſhaw. 
and kept very cloſe by her Father, | 
Flippanta, Clariſſa's Maid. Mrs. Bracegirdle, 
Mrs. Amlet, a Seller of all Sorts of Hi 
private Affairs to the Ladies, & Mrs. Willis. 


Mrs, Cloggit, her Neighbour. Mrs. Baker. 


THE 
CONFEDERACY: 


ACTI SCENE I. 
SCENE, Covent-Garden. 


Enter Mrs. Amlet and Mrs. Cloggit, meeting. 


AMLET. 


Woo D-morrow, Neighbour ; good-mor- 
row, Neighbour Cloggit How does all at 
pour Houſe this . 

\ BS > Clog, Thank you kindly, Mrs. Amlet, 
SBS thank you kindly; how do yon do, I 


y! 
Aml. At the old rate, Neighbour, poor and honeſt; 
theſe are hard Times good lack, 

Clog. If they are hard with you, what are they with 
us? You have a good Trade going, all the great Folks 
in Town help you off with your Merchandiſe, 

. 2 Yes, they do help us off with 'em indeed; they 
uy all. 


Clog. 
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Clog. And pay 

Aml. For ome. 

Clog. Well, 'tis a thouſand pities, Mrs. Amler, they 
are not as ready at one, as they are at t'other: For, 
not to wrong 'em, they give very good Rates. 

Aml. O for that, let's do 'em. Juſtice, Neighbour ; 
they never make two Words upon the Price, all they 
haggle about is the Day of Payment. 

Clog. There's all the Diſpute, as you ſay, 

Aml, But that's a wicked one: For my part, Neigh- 
bour, I'm juſt tir'd off my Legs with trotting after 'em, 
beſides, it eats out all our Profit. Would you believe 
it, Mrs. Cloggit, I have worn out four Pair of Pattins, 
with following my old Lady Youthful, for one Set of 
falſe Teeth, and but three Pots of Paint. 

Clog, Look you there now, 

Aml. It they wou'd but once let me get enough by 
em, to keep a Coach to carry me a dunning after em, 
there would be ſome Conſcience in it. 

Clog. Ay, that were ſomething. But now you talk of 
Conſcience, Mrs. Amlet, how do you ſpeed amongft- 
your City Cuſtomers ? 

Aml, My City Cuſtomers! Now by my Truth, 
Neighbour, between the City and the Court(with Re- 
verence be it ſpoken) there's not a to chooſe. . 

My Ladies in the City, in Times paſt, were as full of 

Gold as they were of Religion, and as punctual in their 0 
Payments as they were in theit Prayers; but ſince they | 
have ſet. their Minds upon Quality, adieu one, adieu 
t'other, their Money and their Conſciences are gone, 
Heav'n knows where, There is not a Goldſmith's 
Wife to be found in Town, but's as hard-hearted as an 
antient Judge, and as poor as a rowering Dutcheſs. 

Clog. Bat what the murrain bave they to do with 
Quality, why don't their Husbaads make em mind 
their Shops ? 

Anl. Their Husbands! their Husbands, ſay'ſt thou, 
Woman? Alack, alack, they mind their Husbands, '2 
Neighbour, no more than they do a Sermon, 


* 
—— —. 
— N 


Clog. 
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Clog. Good lack a day, that Women born of ſober 
Parents, ſhould be prone to follow ill Examples! But 
now we talk. of Quality, when did you. hear of your 
Son Richard, Mrs, Amlet? My Daughter Flipp ſays 
ſhe met him t'other day ina lac'd Coat, with three fine 
Ladies, his Footman at his heels, and as gay as a 
Bridegroom. 

Aml. Is it poſſible? Ah the Rogue! Well Neigh- 
bour, all's well that ends well? but Dick will be 
hang'd. | 

Clog. That were pity. 

Aml. Pity indeed; for he's a hopeful young Man to 
look on; but he leads a Life Well— where 
he has it, Heav'n knows; but they ſay, he pays his Club 
with the beſt of em. I have ſeen him but once theſe 
three Months, Neighbour, and then the Varlet wanted 
Money; but I bid him march, and march he did to 
ſome purpoſe ; for in leſs than an Hour back comes 
my Gentleman into the Houſe, walks to and fro in 
the Room, with his Wig over his Shoulder, his Hat on 
one ſide, whiſtling a Minuet, and toſſing a Purſe of Gold 
from one Hand to t'uther, with no more Reſpect (Hea- 
ven bleſs us!) than it it had been an Orange. Sirrah, 
ſays I, where have you got that? Heanſwers me never 
a word, but ſets his Arms a kimbo, cocks his ſau 
Hat in my Face, turns about upon his oy * Heel, 
-7 much as ſay Kiſs——and I've never ſet Eye on him 

ce. 

Clog. Look you there now; to ſee what the Youth 
of this Age are come to! 

Aml. See what they will come to, Neighbour, Hea- 
ven ſhield, I ſay ; but Dick's upon the gallop. Well, 
I maſt bid you good-morrow ; I'm going where I doubt 
1 ſhall meet but a ſorry Welcome, 

Clog. To get in ſome. old Debt, 1'll warrant you? 

Aml. Neither better nor worſe. 

Clog. From a Lady of Quality ? | 

Aml, No, ſhe's but a Scrivener's Wife; but ſhelives 
as well, and pays as ill, as the ſtatelieſt Counteſs of em 
| I | [ Exeunt ſeveral Ways. 

| Enter 
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Enter Braſs ſolus. 

Braſs. Well ſurely thro” the World's wide Extent, 
there never appear'd ſo impudent a Fellow as my School- 
fellow Dick, paſs himſelf upon the Town for a Gen- 
tleman, drop into all the beſt Company with an eaſy 
Air, as if his natural Element were in the Sphere of Quz- 
lity; when the Rogue had a Kettle-Drum to his Father, 
who was hang'd for robbing a Church, and has a Pedlar 
to his Mother, who carries her Shop under her Arm. 
But here he comes, 

Enter Dick. 

Dick. Well, Braſs, what News? Haſt thou given 
my Letter to Flippanta ? 

Braſs. I'm but juſt come; I han't knock'd at the 


Door yet. But 1 have a damn'd Piece of News for 
you. 


Dick. As how? 

Braſs. We muſt quit this Country. 
Dick. We'll be hang'd firſt. 

Braſs. So you will i. ou ſtay. 

Dick. Why, what's the matter? 

Braſs, There's a Storm a coming. » 
Dick, From whence ? 


Braſs. From the worſt Point in the Compaſs, the 
Law. 


Dick. The Law! Why what haye I to do with the 
Law ? 

Braſs. Nothing; and therefore it has ſomething to do 
with you. 

Dick. Explain, 

Braſs, You know you cheated a young Fellow at 
Picquet t'other Day, of the Money he had to raiſe his 
Company. 

Dick, Well, what then? 


Braſs. Why, he's ſorry he loſt it. 
Dick. Who doubrs that ? 


Braſs, Ay, but that is not all, he's ſuch a Fool to 
think of complaining on't. 

Dick, Then 1 muſt be ſo wiſe to ſtop his Mouth. 

Braſs, How ? 


Dick, 
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1 Giye him a little back; if that won't do, ſtrangle 


Braſs. You are very quick in your Methods. 
Dick, Men muſt be ſo that will diſpatch Buſineſs. 
Braſs. Hark you, Colonel, your Father dy'd in's Bed? 
_ He might have done, if he had not been a 
Foo). 
Braſs, Why, he robb'd a Church. 
Dick, Ay, but he forgot to make ſure of the Sexton, 
Braſs. Are not you a great Rogue ? 
Dick. Or I ſhould wear worſe Clothes. 
WE Hark you, I would adviſe you to change your 
e. 
Dick, And turn Ballad-Singer. 
Braſs. Not ſo neither. 
— What _ "4 3 
Braſs. Why, if you can get this yo ench, re- 
form, and live honeſt. 2 MAY 
Dick. That's the way to be ſtarv'd. | 
Braſs. No, ſhe has Money enough to buy you a 
ood Place, and pay me into the bargain for helping 
er to ſo gooda Match. You have but this Throw lett 
to ſave you, for you are not ignorant, Youngſter, that 
uw Morals begin to be pretty well known about Town ; 
ve a care your noble Birth and your honourable Rela- 
tions are not diſcaver'd too; there needs but that to have 
you toſs'd in a Blanket, for the entertainment of the firſt 
Company of Ladies you intrude into; and then like a 
dutiful Son, you may daggle about with your Mother, 
and ſell Paint: She's old and weak, and wants ſome- 
body to carry her Goods after her, How likea Dog will 
you look, with a Pair of plod Shooes, your Hair crop'd 
up to your Ears, and a Band-box under your Arm ? 
Dick. Why faith, Braſs, I think thou art in the right 
on't; I muſt fix my Affairs quickly, or Madam Fortune 
will be playing ſome of her Bitch-Tricks with me: 
Therefore I'll tell thee what we'll do; we'll purſue this 
old Rogue's Daughter heartily ; we'll cheat his Family to 
purpoſe, and they ſhall atone for the reſt of Mankind. 


Braſs. 


16 The CONFEDERACY. 


Braſs, Have at her then, I'll about your Buſineſz 


preſently, 

Dick. One Kiſs — and Succeſs attend thee. 

[Exit Dick. 

Braſs. A great Rogue —— Well, I ſay nothing. But 
when I have got the thing into a good poſture, he ſhall 
ſign and ſeal, or I'll have him tumbled out of the Houſe 
like a Cheeſe. Now for Flippanta. He knocks, 

Enter. Flippanta. 

Flip, Who's that? Braſs! 

Braſs, Flippanta / 

Flip. What want you, Rogue's Face? 

Bra/s Is your Miſtreſs dreſs'd ? 

Flip. What, already? Is the Fellow drunk? 

Braſs, Why, with reſpect to her Looking-Glaſs, it's 
almoſt two. 

Flip. What then, Fool? 

Braſs. Why then it's time for the Miſtreſs of the 
Houſe to come down, and look after her Family. 

Flip. Pry*thee don't be an Owl. Thoſe that go to 
Bed at Night may riſe in the Morning; we that goto. 
Bed in the Morning rife in the Afternoon, 

Braſs. When does ſhe make her Viſits then ? 

Flip. By 9 it my off a muddy Com- 
plexion ; we Women hate inquiſitive Sunſhine : But do 
— know that my Lady is going to turn good Houſe- 
wife? 

Braſs, What, is ſhe going to die? 

Flip, Die! 

Braſs. Why, that's the only way to fave Money for 
her Family. 

Flip. No; but ſhe has thought of a Project to ſave 
Chair-Hire. 

Braſs, As how? 

Flip. Why all the Company ſhe us'd to keep abroad 
ſhe now intends ſhall meet at her own Houſe. Your 
Maſter has advis'd her to ſet up a Baſſet-Table, 

Braſs, Nay, if he advis'd her to it, it's right; but 
Las ſhe acquainted her Husband with it yet? 


Flip, 
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Flip. What to do? When the Comp... meet, he'll 
ſee them. 

Braſs, Nay, that's true, as you ſay, he'll know it 
ſoon enough. 

Flip, Well, I muſt be gone; have you any Buſineſs 
with my Lady? 

Braſs. Yes; as Ambaſſador from Araminta, I hays 
a Letter for her, 


Flip. Give it me. 
Braſs, Hold —— and as firſt Miniſter of State to the 


Colonel, I have an Affair to communicate to thee, 

Flip. What is't ? quick. 

Braſs, Why he's in love. 

Flip. With what? 

Praſs, A Woman — and her Money together 

Flip. Who is ſhe ? 

Braſs. Corinna. 

Flip. What wou'd he be at? 

Braſs. At her if ſhe's at leiſure. 

Flip. Which way ? : 

Braſs.. Honourably He has ordered me to 
demand her of thee in Marriage, 

Flip. Of me? 

Braſs. Why, when a Man of Quality has a mind to 
a City-Fortune, would'ſt have him apply to her Father 
and Mother ? 


Flip. No. 
Braſs. No, ſo 1 think: Men of our end of the 


Town are better bred than-to uſe Ceremony, With a 
long Periwig we ſtrike the Lady, with a you know- 
What we ſoften the Maid; and when the Parſon has done 
his Job, we open the Aﬀair to the _— Will you 
ſlip this Letter into her Prayer-Book, my li 


ittle Queen 2 
It's a very paſſionate one it's ſeal'd with a Heart and a 
Dagger; you may ſee by that what he intends to do 
with himſelf, 

Flip. Are there any Verſes in it? If not, I won't 


touch it. 
Braſs. Not one Word in Proſe, it's dated in Rhyme. 
| [ She takes it. 


Flip. 
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Flip. Well. „u- you brought nothing elſe > 

Braſs, Ga * „ me; I'm the forgetfulleſt Dog — 
I have a Letter for you too here tis in a 
Purſe, but it's in Proſe; you won't touch it. 

Flip. Les, hang it, it is not good to be too 2 

Braſs. How uſeful a Virtue is Humility! Well, Child, 
we ſhall have an Anſwer to-morrow, ſhan't we ? 

Flip. I can't promiſe you that; for our young Gen- 
tleweman is not ſo often in my way as ſhe would be. 
Her Father (who is a Citizen from the Foot to the 
Forehead of him) lets her ſeldom converſe with her 
Mother-in-law and me, for fear ſhe ſhould learn the 
Airs of a Woman of Quality. But I'll take the firſt 
Occaſion: See there's my Lady, go in and deliver 
your Letter to her, [ Exeunt.. 


SCENE, A Parlour. 


Enter Clariſſa, follow'd by Flippanta and Braſs. 


Clar. No Meſſages this Morning from any body, 
Flippanta? Lard, how dull that is? O, there's Braſs ! 
I did not ſee thee, Braſs, What News doſt thou bring? 

Braſs. Only a Letter from Araminta, Madam, 

Clary. Give it me — open it for me, Flippanta, I 
am ſo lazy to-day. (Sitting down, 

Braſs. to Flip.] Be ſure now you deliver my Maſter's 
as carefully as I do this, 

Flip. Don't trouble thy ſelf, I'm no Novice. 

Clar, [to Braſs.) 'Tis well; there needs no Anſwer, 
fince ſhe'll be here ſo ſoon. 

1 Your Ladyſhip has no farther Commands 
then ? 
- Clar. Not at this time, honeſt Braſs. Flippanta / 

| Exit Braſs. 


Flip. Madam, 

Clar. My Husband's in Love. 
Flip. In Love? 

Clar. With Araminta. 

Flip. Impoſlible ! 


Clar, 
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Clar. This Letter from her, is to give me an Ac- 
eount of it. 

Flip. Methinks you are not very much alarm'd. . 

Clar. No; thou know'ſt I'm not much tortur d with 
Jealouſy. 

Flip. Nay, you are much in the right on't, Madam, 

far Jealouſy's a City-Paſſion, tis a thing unknown a- 
mongſt People of Quality. 
Clar. Fy! A Woman muſt indeed be of a mecha- 
nick Mould, who is either troubled or pleas'd with a- 
ny thing her Husband can do to her. Pr'ythee men- 
tion him no more; tis the dulleſt Theme. 

Flip. Tis ſplenetick indeed. But when once you 
* your Baſſet-Table, I hope that will put him out 
of your Head. 

Clar. Alas, Flippanta, I begin to grow weary even 
of the Thoughts of that too. 

Flip. How ſo? _ a 

Clar. Why, 1 have thought on't a Day and a Night 
already, and four and twenty Hours, thou know'ſt, is 
enough to make one weary of any thing. 

Flip. Now, by my Conſcience, you have more Vo- 
man in you than all your Sex together: You never 
know what you would haye. 

Clar. Thou miſtakeſt the Thing quite, I always know 
what I lack, but 1 am never pleas'd with what | have. 
The Want of a thing is perplexing enough, but the Pol- , 
ſeſſion of it is intolerable. 

Flip. Well, I don't know what you are made of, but 
other Women would think themſelves bleſt in your Caſe; 
handſome, witty, lov'd by every body, and of ſo happy 
a Compoſure, to care a Fig for no body, You have no 
one Paſſion, but that of your Pleaſures, and you have 
in me a Servant devoted to all your Deſires, let them 
be as extravagant as they will: Yet all this is nothing; 
you can ftill be out of Humour. 

Clary, Alas, I have but too much Cauſe. 5 

Flip, Why, what have you to complain of ? 

Clar. Alas, I have more Subjects for Spleen than one: 
1s it not a moſt horrible thing that I ſhould be but a 

Scrivener's 
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Scrivener's Wife ? — Come, — don't flatter me, 
. you think Nature deſign'd me for ſomething pla: 
ele de? 

Flip. Nay, that's certain hut on ch other fide, me- 
thinke, you oughtto be in ſome meaſure content, ſince 
you live like a Woman of — 1 tho* you are none. 

Clar. O ſy! the very Quinteſſence of it is wanting. 

Flip. What's that? 

Clar. Wiy, I dare abuſe no body: I'm afraid to af- 
front People, tho' I don't like their Faces; or to ruin 
their Reputations, tho” they pique me to it, by taking 
ever ſo much paius to preſerve *em : I dare not raiſe a 
Lye of a Man, tho' he neglects to make love to me; 
nor report a Woman to be a Fool, tho” ſhe's handſomer 
than | am. In ſhort, I dare not ſo much as bid my 
Footman kick the People out of doors, tho' they come 
to ask me for what I owe them. 

Flip. All this is very hard indeed, | 

Clar. Ah, Flippanta, the Perquiſites of Quality are of 
an unſpeakable Value. 


Flip. They are of ſome Uſe, I muſt confeſs; but we 


muſt not expect to have every thing. You have Wit 
and Beauty, and a Fool to your Husband: Come, come, 
Madam, that's a good Portien for one. 

Clar. Alas, what ſignifies Beauty and Wit, when one 
dares neither Jilt the Men, nor abuſe the Women? 'Tis 
a ſad thing, Flippanta, when Wit's confin'd, 'tis worſe 
than the Riſing of the Lights; I have been ſometimes 
almoſt chok'd with Scandal, and durſt not cough it up 
for want of being a Counteſs. 

Flip. Poor Lady! 

Clar. O! Liberty is a fine thing, Flippanta; it's a 


great Help in Converſation to have leave to ſay what 


one Will. I have ſeen a Woman of Quality, who has 
not had one Grain of Wit, entertain a whole Company 
the moſt agreeably in the World, only with her Malice. 
But 'tis in vain to repine, I can't mend my Condition, 
till my Husband dies; ſo I'll ſay no more on't, but 
think of making the moſt of the State I am in, 


Flip: 
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Flip. That's your beſt way, Madam; and in order to 
it, pray conſider how you'll get ſome ready Money 
to ſet your Baſſet-Table a going; for that's neceſſary, 

Clar. Thou ſay'ſt true; but what Trick 1 ſhall play 
my Husband to get ſome, I don't know : For my Pre. 
tence of loſing my Diamond Necklace has put the Man 
into ſuch a Paſſion, 1'm afraid he won't hear Reaſon, 

Flip. No matter; he begins to think tis loſt in ear. 
neſt : So I fancy you may venture to ſell it, and raiſe 
Money that way. ; 

& Clar. That can't be, for he has left odious Notes 
With all the Goldſmiths in Town. 

Flip, Well, we muſt pawn it then. 

Clar. I'm quite tir'd with dealing with thoſe Pawn- 
brokers. 

Flip, I'm afraid you'll continue the Trade a great 
while, for all that. [Aſide. 


Enter Jeſſamin. 


Jeſſ. Madam, there's the Woman below that ſells 
Paint and Patches, Iron-Bodice, falſe Teeth, and all 
ſorts of things to the Ladies; I can't think of her 
Name. ; 

Flip. Tis Mrs, Amlet, the wants Money. 

Clar. Well, I han't enough for my ſelf, it's an un- 
reaſonable thing ſhe ſhould think 1 have any for her. 

Flip. She's a troubleſome Jade. 

Clar. So are all People that come a dunning; 

Flip, What will you do with her? 

Clar. I have juſt now thought on't. She's very rich, 
way Woman is, Flippanta, I'll borrow ſome Money of 

er. 

Flip. Borrow! Sure you jeſt, Madam. 

Clar. No, I'm in earneſt; I give thee Commiſſion 
to do it for me | 

Flip. Me! 

Clar. Why doſt thou ftare, and lcok ſo ungainly ? 
Don't I ſpeak to be underſtood ? 
Flip. Yes, I underſtand you well enough; but Mrs. 


ml — 


Clar, 
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Clar. But Mrs. Amlet muſt lend me ſome Money, 
where ſhall I have any to pay her elſe? 

Flip. That's true; I never thought of that truly, 
But here ſhe is, | 

Enter Mrs. Amlet. 

Clar. How d'you do? How d'you do, Mrs, Amlet : 
I han't ſeen you theſe thouſand Years, and yet I believe 
I'm down in your Books. 

Aml. O, Madam, I don't come for that, alack. 

Flip, Good-morrow, Mrs. Amlet. 

Aml, Good-morrow, Mrs. Flippanta. 

Clar. How much am I indebted to you, Mrs. Amlet ? 

Aml, Nay it your Ladyſhip deſires to ſee your Bill, 
I believe I may have it about me. — There, Madam, 
if it ben't too much Fatigue to you to look it over, 

Clar. Let me ſee it, for I hate to be in debt, where 
Iam obliged to pay. [ Aſide] — Reads) Imprimis, 
For bolſtering out the Counteſs of Cramp's left Hip —— 
O fy, this does not belong to me. 

Aml, I beg your Ladyſhip's pardon. I miſtook in- 
deed; tis a Counteſs's Bill I have writ out to little 

rpoſe. I furniſh'd her two Years ago with three 
Pair of Hips, and am not paid for them yet : But ſome 
are better Cuſtomers than ſome. There's your Lady- 
ſhip's Bill, Madam, 

Clar. For the Idea of a neu- invented Commode 
Ay, this may be mine, but tis of a prepoſterous Length. 
Do you think I can waſte time to read eyery Article, 
Mrs, Amlet? 1'd as lief read a Sermon, 

Aml, Alack-a-day, there's no need of fatiguing your 
ſelf at that rate; caſt an Eye only, if your Honour 
pleaſes upon the Sum Total. 

Clar, Total; fifty fix Pound — and odd things. 

Flip. But ſix and fifty Pound! | 

Aml. Nay, another body would have made it twice 
as much, but there's a Bleſſing goes along with a mo- 
derate Profit. 

Clar. Flippanta, go to my Caſhier, let him give you 
fix and fifty Pound. Make hafte : Don't you hear me? 


ſix and fifty Pound. Is it ſo difficult to be compre- 
hended ? Flip. 


nd ., 10 
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Flip. No, Madam, I, I comprehend fix and fifty 
Pound, but 

Clar. But go and fetch it then, 

Flip. What ſhe means, I don't know; [ Aſide.] but I 
mall, I ſuppoſe, before bring her the Money. Ex. Flip. 

Clar. Fe her Hair in a Pocket 2 .] The 
Trade you follow gives you a great deal of Trouble, 
Mrs. Amlet. 

Aml. Alack-a-day, a World of Pain, Madam, and 
= there's ſmall Profit, as your Honour ſees by your 

Clar, Poor Woman! Sometimes you haye great 
Loſſes, Mrs, Amlet ? 

Aml. I have two thouſand Pounds owing me, of 
which I ſhall never get ten Shillings. 

Clar. Poor Woman! You have a great Charge of 
Children, Mrs, Amlet? 

Aml. Only one wicked Rogue, Madam, who, I 
think, will break my Heart. 

Clar. Poor Woman! 

Aml, He'll be hang'd, Madam that will be 
the end of him. Where he pets it, Heav'n knows; 
but he's always ſhaking his Heels with the Ladies, 
and his Elbows with the Lords. He's as fine as a 
Prince, and as gim as the beft of them; but the un- 
gracious Rogue tells all he comes near that his Mother 
1s dead, and I am but his Nurſe. 

Clar. Poor Woman! 

Aml. Alas, Madam, he's like the reſt of the World; 
every body's for appearing to be more than they are, 
and that ruins all. 

Clar. Well, Mrs. Amlet, you'll excuſe me, I have a 
little Buſineſs, Flippanta will bring you your Money 
preſently. Adieu. Mrs. Amlet. [Exit Clariſſa. 

Aml, I return your Honour many Thanks. 

Sola.] Ah, there's my good Lady, not ſo mach as 
read her Bill; if the were like her, I ſhould ſoon 


have Money enough to go as fine as Dick himſelf, 


Enter 
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Enter Dick, 

Dick, Sure Flippanta muſt have given my Letter by 
this - wh de long to know how it has been re- 
ceived. 

Ami. Miſericord! what do I ſee! 

Dick, Fiends and Haggs — the Witch my Mother! 

Aml. Nay, tis he; ah, my poor Dicł, what art thou 
doing here ? 

Dick. What a Mi:fortune —— [ Aſide. 

Aml, Good Lard! how thou art bravely deck'd, But 
it's all one, I am thy Mother ſtill; and tho' thou art a 
wicked Child, Nature will ſpeak, I love thee ſtill, ah, 


Dick, my poor Dick, [ Fmbracing him, 
Dick, Blood and Thunder! will you ruin me? 
[ Breaking from her. 


Aml. Ah, the blaſphemous Rogue, how he ſwears! 

Dick. You deſtroy all my Hopes. | 

Aml. Will your Mother's Kils deſtroy you, Varlet ? 
Thou art an ung racious Bird; kneel down, and ask me 
Bleſſing, Sirrah. 

Dick, Death and Furies ! 

Aml. Ah, he's a proper young Man, ſee what a Shape 
be has: ab, poor Child. 

| Running to embrace him, he ſtill avoiding her. 

Dick. Oons keep off, the Woman's mad. If any body 
comes my Fortune's loſt. 

Aml. What Fortune, ha? ſpeak Graceleſs. Ah Dick, 
thou'lt be hang'd, Dick. 
mw Good dear Mother now, don't call me Dick 

re, 

Aml. Not cill thee, Dick“ Is it not thy Name? 
What ſhall 1 call thee? Mr. Amlet? ha! Art not thou 
a preſumptuous Raſcal? Hark you, Sirrah, I hear of 
your Tricks; you diſown me for your Mother, and 
ſay I am but your Nurſe Is not this true? | 

Dick. No, | love you; I reſpon you; | Taking her 
Hand.] I am all Duty. But if you diſcover me here, 
you ruin the faireſt Proſpect that Man ever had. 

Aml. What Proſpect? ha! Come, this is a Lye 


aW. 
Dick. 


CF 


The CONFEDERACY. 25 


Dick. No, my honour's Parent, what I ſay is true, 
I'm abour a great Fortune. I'll bring you home a 
Daughter-in-Law, in a Coach and fix Horſes, if you'll 
but be quiet: I can't tell you more now. 

Aml. ls it poſſible! 

Dick. Tis true, Jupiter. 

Aml. My dear La 

Dick, For Heav'n's ſake ——- 

Ami. But tell me, Dick 

Dick. I'll follow you home in a Moment, and tell 
you all, 

Aml, What a Shape is there ———— 

Dick, Pray Mother go. 

Aml. JI muſt receive ſome Money here firſt, whick 
ſhall go for thy Wedding-Dinner. 

Dick, Here's ſomebody coming; S'death, ſhe'll be- 
tray me. 

Euter Flippanta. He makes Signs to bis Mother. 

Dick. Good-morrow, dear Flippanta ; how do all 
the Ladies within? 

Flip, Ar your Service, Colonel; as far at leaſt as my 
Intereſt goes. 

Am!. Colonel! Law you now, how Dick's re- 
ſpeed! [ Aſide. 

Dick, Waiting for thee, Flipparta, I was making 
Acquaintance with this old Gentlewoman here. 
Aml, The pretty Lad, he's as impudent as a Page. 
| Aſide. 
Dick, Who is this good Woman, Flippanta ? 

Flip. A Gin of all Trades; an old daggling Cheat, that 
hobbles about from Houſe to Houſe to bubble the Ladies 
of their Money. I have a ſmall Buſineſs of yours in my 
Pocket, Colonel. 

Dick. An Anſwer to my Letter? 

Flip. So quick indeed! No, it's your Letter it ſelf. 

Dick. Halt thou not given it then yet? 

Flip, 1 han't had an Opportunity; but 'twon't be long 
firſt. Won't you go in and ſce my Lady? 

Dick. Yes, I'll go make her a ſhort Viſit, But, 
dear Flippanta, don't forget: My Life and Fortune are 
in your hands. B Fliy, 
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Flip, Ne'er fear, I'll take care of 'em. 

£111. How hetraps 'em; let Dick alone. [ Aſide. 

Dick, Your Seryant, good Madam. | To his Mother. 

[Exit Dick. 

Aml. Your Honour's moſt devoted, — A pretty, civil, 
well-bred Gentleman this, Mrs. Flippanta. Pray whom 
m2y he be? 

Flip. A Man of great Note; Colonel Shafely. 

Ami. It it poſſible! I have heard much of him indeed, 
but never ſaw him before: One may ſeeQuality in eve- 
ry Limb of him: He's a fine Man truly, 

Flip. I think you are in love with him, Mrs. Amlet. 

Ami, Alas, thoſe Days are done with me; but if 
I were as fair as I was once, and had as much Money 
as ſome Folks, Colonel Sþapely ſhould not catch Cold 
for want of a Bedteilow. I love your Men of Rank, 
they have ſomething in their Air does ſo diſtinguiſh 
em from the Raſcality. 

Flip. People of Quality are fine Things indeed, Mrs. 
Amlet, if they had but a little more Money; but for 
want of that, they are forc'd to do Things their great 
Souls are aſham'd of. For example—here's my Lady 
ſhe owes you but ſix and fifty Pounds 

Aml. Well! | 

Flip. Well, and ſhe has it not by her to pay you. 

Aml. How can that be? 

Flip. I don't know; her Caſh-keeper's out of hu- 
mour, he ſays he has no Money. 

Ami. What a preſumptuous piece of Vermin is a 
Caſh-keeper! Tell his Lady he has no Maney ! —— 
Now, Mrs. Flippanta, you may ſee his Bags are full, 
by his being ſo ſaucy, 

Flip. If they are, there's no help for't ; he'll do 
what he pleaſes, till he comes to make up his yearly 
Accounts. | 

Aml, But Madam plays ſometimes, ſo when ſhe 
has good Fortune, ſhe may pay me out of her Wia- 
nings*, | 

Flip. O ne'er think of that, Mrs. Amlet; if ſhe had 
won a thouland Pounds, ſhe'd rather die in a Gan 

than 
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than pay off a Farthing with it : Play-Money, Mrs. 
Amlet, amongſt People of Quality, is a ſacred Tous 
and not to be profan'd. The deux tis conſe- 
crated to their Pleaſures, twould be Sacrilege to pay 
their Debts with it. 
Aml, Why what ſhall we do then ? For I han't one 
penny to buy Bread. ö 
Flip. I'll tell you-——it juſt now comes in my 
Head: I know my Lady has a little occaſion for Mo- 
ney, at this time; ſo if you lend her 
a hundred Pound — do you ſee, then ſhe may pay you 
your ſix and fifty out of it. 
Aml. Sure, Mrs. Flippanta, you think to make a 
Fool of me. 
Flip. No, the Devil fetch me if I do— You ſhall 
have a Diamond Necklace in Pawn. 
Aml. O ho, a Pawn ! That's another Caſe. And 
when muſt ſhe have this Money ? 
Flip. In a quarter of an Hour, 
Aml. Say no more. Bring the Necklace to my Houſe, 
it ſhall be ready for you. 
Flip, I'll be with you in a moment, 
Aml, Adieu, Mrs. Flippanta. 
Flip. Adieu, Mrs. Amlet, 


[E xit Amlet. 
Flippanta ſola. 


80 — this ready Money will make us all happy. This 

Spring will ſet our Baſſet going, and that's a Wheel 
will turn twenty others, My Lady's young and hand- 
ſome; ſhe'll have a dozen Intrigues upon her hands, 
before ſhe' has been twice at her Prayers. So much 
the better; the more the Griſt, the richer the Miller, 
Sure never Wench got into ſo hopeful a Place: Here's 
a Fortune to be fold, a Miſtreſs to be debauch'd, and 
a Maſter to be ruin'd. If I don't feather my Neſt, 
and get a good Husband, I delerye to die, both a Maid 
and a Beggar. | 
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ACT . 


SCENE, Mr. Gripe's Houſe. 


Enter Clariſſa and Dick. 


Clar, HAT in the Name of Dullneſs is the mat- 
ter with you, Colonel? You are as ſtudi- 

ous as a crack'd Chymiſt, 

Dick, My Head, Madam, is full of your Husband. 

Clar, The worſt Furniture for a Head in the Uni- 
verie. 

Dick, I am thinking of his Paſſion for your Friend 
Araminia. 

Clar. Paſſion! — Dear Colgnel, give it a leſs vio- 
lent Name, 


Enter Brafs. 


Dick, Well, Sir, what want you? 

Braſs, The Affair I told you of goes ill, [To Dick 
Aſide.) There's an Action out. 

Dick, The Devil there is! 

Clar. What News brings Br-/ ? 

Dick. Before Gad | can't tell, Madam; the Dog will 
never ſpeak out. My Lord what d'y' call him waits 
tur me at my Lodging: Is not that it ? 

Braſs. Yes, Sir. 

Dice. Madam, 1 ask your pardon. 

Clar. Your Servant, Sir, | Exeunt Dick and Braſs. 
Feſſamis ! [She ſits down 
Enter Jeſſamin. 

7e/. Madam, 

Clair. Where's Corinna? Call her to me, if her Fa- 
ther han't lock'd her up: I want her Company, 

Je/. Madam, her Guitar-Maſter is with her. Ry 

Clar. 


li- 
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Clay. Pſhaw! ſhe's taken up with her impertinent 
Guitar Man, Flippanta ſtays an Age with that old 
Fool, Mrs. Amlet. And Araminta, before ſhe can 
come abroad, is ſo long a placing her Coquet-Patch, 
that J muſt be a Year without Company. How in- 
ſupportable is a moment's Uneaſineſs to a Woman of 
Spirit and Pleaſure! 

Enter Flippanta. 
O, art thou come at laſt? Pr*ythee, Flippanta, learn to 
move a little quicker, thou know'ſt how impatient I am. 

Flip. Yes, when you expect Money: It you had ſent me 
to buy a Prayer- Book, you'd have thought I had flown. 

Clar. Well, haſt thou brought me any, after all? 

Flip. Yes, I have brought ſome. There | Giving her 
a Purſe.) the old Hag has ſtruck off her Bill, the reſt is 
in that Purſe, 

Clar, 'Tis well; but take care, Flippanta, my Huſ- 
band don't ſuſpect any thing of this, 'twould vex him, 
and I don't love to make him uneaſy : So | would ſpare 
him theſe little ſort of Troubles, by keeping 'em — 
his Knowledge. 

Flip. See the Tenderneſs ſhe has for him, and yet 
he's always a complaining of you, 

Clar. Tis the nature of em, Flippanta; a Husband 
is a growling Animal, 

Flip. How exactly you define em! 

Clar. O! I know 'em, Flippanta: though I confeſs 
my poor Wretch diverts me ſometimes with his ill 
Humours, I wiſh he wou'd quarrel with me to-day 
a little, to paſs away the time, for I find my ſelf ina 
violent Spleen. 

Flip. Why, if you pleaſe todrop your ſelf in his way, 
ſix to four but he ſcolds one Rubbers with you. 

Clar. Ay, but thou know'ſt he's as uncertain as the 
Wind, and if inſtead of quarrelling with me, he ſhou'd 
chance to be ton41, he'd make me as ſick as a Dog. 

Flip, If he's kind, you muſt provoke him, if he kiſ- 


| ſes you, ſpit in his Face. 


Clar. Alas! when Men are in the kiſſing Fit, (like 
Lap-Dogs) they take that for a Favour. 
B 3 Flip. - 
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Flip. Nay, then I don't know what you'll do with him; 
Clar, I'll e'en do notbing at all with bim 
Flippanta / [ Tawning. 

Flip. Madam, 

Clar. My Hoods and Scarf, and a Coach to the Door. 

Flip, Why, whither are you going ? 

Clar, I can't tell yet, but 1 wou'd go ſpend ſome 
Money, ſince | have it. 

Flip. Why, you want nothing that I know of. 

Clar. How aukward an Objection now is that, as if 
a Woman of Education bought things becauſe ſhe want- 
ed 'em. Quality always diſtinguiſhes it ſelf; and there- 
fore, as the mechanick People buy things, becauſe they 
have occaſion for'em, you ſee Women of Rank always 
buy things, becauſe they have not occaſion for em. Now 
there, Flippanta, you ſee the difference between a Wo- 
man that has breeding, and one that has none, O ho, 
here's 4raminta come at laſt. 

Enter Araminta, 
Lard, whata tedious while yon have let me expect you? 
I was afraid you were not well; how d'y* do to-day ? 

Aram. As well as a Woman can do, that has not 
ſlept all Night. 

Flip. Methinks, Madam, you are pretty well awake, 
however. 

Aram, O, "tis not a little thing will make a Woman 
of my Vigour look drowſy, 

Clar. But pr'ythee what was't diſturb'd you! 

Aram. Not your Husband, don't trouble your ſelf ; 
at leaſt, I am not in love with him yet. 

Clar, Well remember'd, I had quite forgot that mat- 
ter, I wiſh you much Joy, you have made a noble 
Conqueſt indeed. R 
Aram. But now I have ſubdu'd the Country, pray 
is it worth my keeping? You know the Ground, you 
have try'd it. | 

Clar. A barren Soil, Heaven can tell. 

Aram. Yet if it were well cultivated, it would pro- 
duce ſomething to my knowledge. Do you know 'tis 
in my power to ruin this poor thing of yours? His 
whole Eſtate is at my Service, Flip. 
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Flip. Cods-fiſh, ſtrike him, Madam, and let my La- 
y go your halves, There's no Sin in plundering a 
Husband, ſo his Wife has ſhare of the Booty, 

Aram, Whenever ſhe gives me her Orders, 1 ſhall 
be very ready to obey 'em, 

Clar, Why, as odd a thing as ſuch a Project may ſeem, 
Araminta, | believe | ſhall have a little ſerious Diſcourfe 
with you about it, But pr'ythee tell me how you have 
pals'd the Night? For | am ſure your Mind has been ro- 
Ving upon ſome pretty thing or other, 

Aram, Why, | have been ftudying all the ways my 
Brain could produce to plague my Husband. 

Clar. No wonder indeed you look ſo freſh this 
Morning, after the Satisfaction of ſuch pleaſing Ideas 
all Night. 

Aram. Why, can a Woman do lefs than ſtudy Miſc 
chief, when ſhe has tumbled and toſs'd her ſe!f into a 
burning Fever, for want of Sleep, and ſees a Fellow lie 
ſnoring by her, ſtock-ſtill, in a fine breathing Sweat? 

Clar. Now ſee the difference of Women's Tempers : 
If my Dear wou'd make but one Nap of his whole 
Life, and only waken to make his Will, I ſhou'd be 
the happieſt Wife in the Univerſe. But we'll diſcourſe 
more of theſe matters as we go, for I muſt make a 
tour among the Shops. 

Aram, | have x Coach waits at the Door, we'll talk 
of 'em as we rattle along. 

Clar. The beſt place in Nature, for you know a 
Hackney-Coach is a natural Enemy to a Rusband, 

Ex. Clar. and Aram, 

Flippanta ſola. | 
What a pretty little pair of amiable Perſons are there 
one to hold a Council of War together! Poor Birds! 
What wou'd they do with their Time, if the plaguing 
their Husbands did not hel P 'em to Employment! Well, 
if Idleneſs be the Root of all Evil, then Matrimony's 


ood for ſomething, for it ſets many a poor Woman 
8 work. But 5 Miſs, I hope l ſhall help her 
into the Holy State too ere long. And when ſhe's once 
there, if ſhe don't play her part as well as the beſt of 
B 4 em, 
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'em, I'm miſtzken, Han't I loſt the Letter I'm to give 
her ? No, here 'tis; ſo, now we ſhall ſes how 
pure Nature will work with her, for Art ſhe knows 
none yet. 


Enter Corinna. 

Cer. What does my Mother in-Law want with me, 
Hippanta? They tell me, ſhe was asking for me. 

Flip. She's juſt gone out, ſo 1 ſuppole 'twas no great 
Buſineſs. 

Cor. Then l' go into my Chamber again. 

Flip. Nay, hold a Ittle it you pleaſe. I have ſome 
Buſineſs with you my ſelf, of more Concern than what 
ſhe had to ſay to you. 

Cor. Make haſte then, for you know mv Father won't 
let me keep vou Company; he ſays, you'll ſpoil me. 

Flip. I ſpoil you! He's an unworthy Man to give 
you tuch ill impreſh.ns of a Woman of my Honour, 

Cor, Nay never take it to heart, Flippanta, for I 
don't believe a word he ſays. But he does ſo plague 


me with his continual Scolding, I'm almoſt weary of 


my Lite. 

Flip. Why, what is't he finds fault with? 

Cor. Nay, I don't know, for I never mind him; 
when he has babbled for two Hours together, methinks 
I have heard a Mill going, that's all. It does not at 
all change my Opinion, Flippanta, it only makes my 
Head ache. 

Flip. Nay, if you can bear it ſo, you are notto be 
pity'd ſo much as I thought. 

Cor. Not pity'd! Why is it not a miſerable thing, 
ſuch a young Creature as I am ſhou'd be kept in per- 
pe:ual Solitude, with no other Company but a parcel 
of old fumbling Maſters, to teach me Geography, Arith- 
metick, Philoſophy, and a thouſand ulelelh Things? 
Fine Entertainment, indeed, for a young Maid at 1 
teen! methinks one's time might be better employ'd. 

Flip. Thoſe things will improve your Wit. 

Cor. Fiddle, faddle; han't I Wit enough already! 
My Mother-in-Law has learn'd none of this Trumpery, 
and is not ſhe as happy as the Day is long ? 

Flip. 
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Flip. Then you envy her, I find? 

Cor. And well I may. Does ſhe not do what ſhe 
has a mind to, in ſpite of her Husband's Teeth? 

Flip. Look you there now. | Aſide] if ſhe has not 
5" conceived that, as the ſupreme Bleſling of 

ife. 

Cor, I'll tell you what, Flippanta; if my Mother-in- 
Law would but ſtand by me a little, and encourage 
me, and let me keep her Company, I'd rebel againſt 
my Father to-morrow, and throw all my Books in the 
Fire, Why, he can't touch a Groat of my Portion; do 
you know that, Flippanta ! | 

Flip. So —— I ſhall ſpoil her [ Aſide] Pray Heaven 
the Girl don't debauch me, 

Cor. Look you: In ſhort, he may think what he 
pleaſes, he may think himſelf wiſe; but Thoughts are 
tree, and I may think in my turn, I'm but a Girl 'tis 
true, and a Fool too, if you believe him; but let him 
know, a fooliſh Girl may make a Wiſe Man's Heart 
ache; ſo he had as good be quiet -— Now it's out —— 

Flip. Very well, I love to fee a young Woman have 
Spirit, it's a ſign ſhe'll come to ſomething. 

Cor. Ah, Flippanta, if you wou'd but encourage me, 
ou'd find me quite another thing. I'm a deviliſh Girl 
in the bottom; I wiſh you'd but let me make one a- 
mongſt you. 

Flip. That never can be, till you are marry d. Come, 
examine your Strength a little. Do you think, you 
durſt venture upon a Husband? 

Cor. A Husband! Why a —— if you wou'd but en- 
courage me. Come, Flippanta, be a true Friend now, 
I'll give you Advice, when 1 have got a little more 
Experience. Do you in your very Conſcience and Soul 
think I am old enough to be marry'd?. 

Flip. Old enough! Why you are ſixteen, are you 
not ? 

Cor. Sixteen! I am Sixteen, two Months, and odd 
Days, Woman. I keep an exact Account. 

Flip. The duce you are! : 
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Cor. Why, do you then truly and ſincerely think I 


am old enough? 

Flip. I do upon my Faith, Child. ; 

Cor. Why then to deal as fairly with you, Flippan- 
ta, as you do with me, I have thought ſo any time 
theſe three Years. 

Flip. Now 1 find you have more Wit than ever 1 
thought you had; and to ſhew you what an Opinion 
I have of your Diſcretion, 1'll ſhew you a thing I 
thought to have thrown in the Fire, | 

Cor. What is it, for Jupiter's ſake ? 858 

Flip. Something will make your Heart chuck within 
you. 

Cor. My dear Flippanta/! 

Flip. What do you think it is? 

Cor. I don't know, nor I don't care, but I'm mad 
to have it, 

Flip. It's a four-corner'd Thieg, 

Cor. What, like a Cardinal's Cap? 

Fl p. No, 'tis worth a whole Conclaye of em. How 
do you like it? [Shewin g the Letter, 


Cor. O Lard, a Letter ls there ever a Token 


in it? 

Flip. Yes, and a precious one too. There's a hand- 
ſome young Gentleman's Heart. 

Cor. A handſome young Gentleman's Heart! 

Nay, then it's time to look graye. (Afide, 

Flip. There. 

Cor, I ſhan't touch it. 

Flip. What's the matter now? 

Cor, I ſhan't receive it, 

Flip, Sure you jeſt, 

Cor, You'll find I don't. I underſtand myſelf better, 
than to take Letters, when 1 don't know who they 
are from. | 

Flip. I'm afraid I commended your Wit too ſoon. 

Cor. Tis all one, I ſhan't touch it, unleſs I know 
who it comes from. 

Flip. Hey-day! open it and you'll ſee, 

Cor, Indeed I ſhall not. ASL 


Flip. 


a *. 
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Flip. Well — then I myſt return it where I had 
it. 

Cor. That won't ſerve your turn, Madam. My Fav 
ther muſt have an account of this. 

Flip. Sure you are not in earneſt? 

Cor. You'll find I am. 

Flip. So, here's fine Work. This 'tis to deal with 
Girls before they come to know the diſtiaction of 
Sexes. 

Cor. Confeſs who you had it from, and perhaps, 
for this once, I mayn't tell my Father. 

Flip. Why then ſince it mult out, 'twas the Colonel: 
But why are you ſo ſcrupulous, Madam? 

Cor. Becauſe if it had come from any body elſe — 
I would not have given a Farthing for ir, 

[ Twitching it eagerly out of her Hand. 

Flip. Ah, my dear little Rogue, | Kiſſing her.] You 
frighten'd me out of my Wits. 

Cor, Let me read it, let me read it, let me read it, 
let me read it, I ſay, Um, um. um, Cupid's, um, um, 
um, Darts, um, um, um, Beauty, um, Charms, um, 
um, um, Angel, um Goddeſs, um — | Kiſſing the Let- 
ter.] um, um, um, trueſt Lover, hum, um, Eternal 
Conſtancy, um, um, um, Cruel, um, um, um, Racks, 
um, um, Tortures, um, um, fifty Daggers, um, um, 
bleeding Heart, um, um, dead Man. 


Very well, a mighty civil Letter I promiſe you; not 


one ſmutty word in it: lll go lock it up in my Comb- box. 

Flip. Well — but what does he ſay to you? 

Cor. Not a word of News, Flippanta; tis all about 
Buſineſs. 

Flip. Does he not tell you he's in love with you?. 

Cor. Ay, but he told me that before. 

Flip, How ſo? He never ſpoke to you, 

Cor, He ſent me word by fis Eyes. 

Flip. Did he ſo? mighty well. I thought you had 
been to learn that Language. 

Cor. O, but you per x" wrong, . What, 
becauſe 1 don't go a viſiting, and ſee the World, you 
think I know nothing. But you ſhou'd conſider, Flip- 

pantas 
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pants, that the more one's alone, the more one thinks; 
and 'tis thinking that improves a Girl. I'll have you 
to know, when 1 was younger than I am now, by 
more than I'll boaſt of, I thought of Things would have 
made you ſtare again. 

Flip. Well, ſince you are ſo well vers'd in your Bu- 
ſineſs, 1 ſuppoſe I need not inform you, that it you 
don't write your Gallant an Anſwer he'll die. 

Cor. Nay, now, Flippanta, I confeſs you tell me 
ſomething 1 did not know before. Do you ſpeak in 
ſerious ſadneſs? Are Men given to die, if their Miſtreſ- 
ſes are ſour to em? 

Flip. Um — I can't ſay they all die No, I 
can't ſay they do; but truly, I believe it wou'd go ve- 
ry hard with the Colonel. 

Cor. Lard, I would not have my hands in Blood for 
| Thouſands; and therefore Flippania — if you'll en- 
courage me 

Flip, O by all means an Anſwer, 

Cor, Well, ſince you ſay it then. I'll e'en in and do 
it, tho' I proteſt to you ( eſt you ſhould think me too 
forward now) he's the only Man that wears a Beard, 
I'd ink my Fingers for, Vay be if I marry him in 
a Year or two's time I mayn't be fo nice. [ 4ſide. 

[ Fxit Corinna. 


Flippant a (ola. 
Now Heaven give him Joy; he's like to have a rare 


Wife o'thee. But where there's Money, a Man has. 


a Plaiſter to his Sore, They have a bleſſed time on't, 
who marry for Luve. See! —— here comes an Ex- 
ample — Araminta's dread Lord. 
Enter Money trap. 

Mon. Ah, Flippania! How do you do, good Flip- 

tanta? How do you do? 
Flip. Thank you, Sir, well, at your Service. 

Mon. And how does the good Family, your Maſter, 
and your fair Miſtreſs ? Are they at home: 

Flip, Neither of them; my Maſter has been gone 


out theſe two Hours, and my Lady is juſt gone with 
your Wite. | 


8 Mon, 
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Mon, Well, I won't ſay 1 have loſt my Labour, how- 
| ever, as long as 1 have met with you, Flippanta. For 
I have wiſh'd a great while for an opportunity to talk 
with you a little. You won't take it amiſs, if I ſhould 
” ask you a tew Queſtions? 
; ü Flip. Provided you leave me to my liberty in my 
|  Aniwers, What's this Cot-quean going to pry into 
now! | Aſide. 
| f Mon. Pr'ythee, good Flippanta, how do your Ma- 
ſter and Mittrels live. together ? 

Flip. Live! Why — like Man and Wife, generally 
out of Humour, quarrel often, ſeldum agree, complain 
of one another; and pe haps have both reaſon, In 
mort, 'tis much as *tis at your Houſe, 

_ Gooud-i..ck! But whoſe Side are you generally 
Ot ? 

Flip. O' the right (ide always, my Lady's. And if 
you'll hate e give jou my Opinion of theſe matters, 
Sir, I do not thiak a Husband can ever be in the right. 

Mon. Hi! 

Flip. Little, peeking, creeping, ſneaking, ſtingy, co- 
vetous, cowardly, dirty, cuckoldly Things, 

Mon, Ha! 

Flip. Fit for nothing but Taylors and Dry- Nurſes. 

Mon. Ha! 

Flip. A Dog in a Manger, ſnarling and biting, to 
ſtarve Gentlemen with good Stomachs, 

Mon. Ha! 

Flip, A Centry upon Pleaſure, ſetto be a Plague up- 
on Lovers, and damin poor Women before their time, 

Mon, A Husband is indeed ———. 

Flip. Sir, I ſay, he is nothing — A Beetle with- 

> out Wings, a Windmill without Sails, a Ship in @ 
. Calm. 

p Mon. Ha! 

Flip. A Bag without Money — an empty Bottle — 
dead Small- Beer, 
| Mon. HA! 
| Flip. A Quack without Drugs, 

Mon, Ha: 


—_— R 1 


Flip, 
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Flip. A Lawyer without Knavery. 

Mon, Ha' | 

Flip. A Courtier without Flattery. 

Mon, Ha! 

Flip. A King without an Army — or a People 
With one, Have I drawn him, Sir? 

Mon. Why truly, Flippanta, I can't deny but there 
are ſome general Lines of Reſemblance, But you 
know there may be Exceptions. | 

Flip. Hark you, Sir, Shall I deal plainly with you? 
Had I got a Husband, I wou'd put him in mind, that 
he was marry'd as well as I. 

Sings. 
For were I the thing call'd a Wife, 
And my Fool grew too fond of his Power, 
He ſhou'd look like an Aſs all his Life, 
For a Prank that I'd play him in an Hour. 


— lol la ta tol tol, exc. Do you obſerve that, 
ir? 

Mon. 1 do: and think you wou'd be in the right 
on't, But, pr'ythee, why doſt not give this Advice to 
thy Miſtreſs ? 

Flip. For fear it ſhould go round to your Wife, Sir, 
for you know they are Play-fellows, 

Mon. O, there's no danger of my Wife; ſhe knows 
I'm none of thoſe Husbands. 

Flip, are you ſure ſhe knows that, Sir ? 

Aon. I'm ſure ſhe ought to know it, Flippanta, for 
really I have but four Faults in the World. 

Flip. And, pray what may they be? 

Mon. Why, I'm a little flovenly, 1 ſhift but once 
a Week. 

Flip. Fough! 

Mon, I am ſometimes out of Humour, 

Plip. Provoking ! | 

Mon, I don't give her ſo much Money as ſhe'd have. 

Flip. Inſolent! 

Mon. \nd a — perhaps I mayn't be quite fo 
young as 1 was, 

Flip. 
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Flip. The Devil! 

Mon. O, but then conſider how 'tis on her fide, 
Flippanta. She ruins me with waſhing, is always out 
of Humour, ever wanting Money, and will never be 
older. 

Flip. That laſt Article, I muſt confeſs, is a little hard 
upon you. 

Mon, Ah, Flippanta, did 'ſt thou but know the daily 
Provocations I have, thou'dft be the firſt to excuſe my 
Faults. But now I think on't Thou art none of 
my * thou doft not love me at all; no, not 
at all. 

Flip. And whither is this little Reproach going to 
lead us now ? 

Mon. You have Power over your fair Miſtreſs, Flip. 

nta. 

Flip. Sir! 

Mon. But what then? you hate me. 

Flip. I underſtand you not. 

Mon. There's not a moment's Trouble ber naughty 
Husband gives her, but I feel it too. | 

Flip. I don't know what you mean. 

Mon, If ſhe did but know what part I take in her 
Sufferings 

Flip. Mighty obſcure, 

Men. Well, 1'll fay no more; buty 

Flip, All Hebrew. 

Mon. If thou wou'dfi but tell her on't. 

Flip. Still darker and darker. 

Mon. I ſhou'd not be ungrateful. 

Flip, Ah, now I begin to underftand you. 

Mon. Flippanta there's my Purſe. 

Flip, Say no more; now you explain, indeed 
You are in Love? 

Aon. Bitterly and I do ſwear by all the Gods — 

Elip. Hold Spare 'em for another time, you 
ſtand in no need of em now. An Uſurer that parts with 
his Purſe, gives ſufficient Proof of his Sincerity, 

Mon. I hate my Wife, Flippanta. 

Flip. That we'll take upon your bare word. | 

Mon 


is 
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Mon, She's the Devil, Flippanta, 

Flip. You like your Neighbour's better, 

An. Oh! — a2 Angel! | 

Flip. What pity it is the Law don't allow trucking ! 

Mon. If it did, Flippanta ! 

Flip, But ſince it don't, Sir keep the Reins 
upon your Paſſion: Don't let your Flame rage too high, 
leſt my Lady ſhou'd be cruel, and it ſhould dry you 
up to a Mummy. 

Moen. Tis impoſſible ſhe can be ſo barbarous, to let 
me die. Alas, Flippanta, a very ſmall matter wou'd 
ſave my Life. 

Flip, Then y'are dead for we Women never 
om any thing to a Man who will be ſatisfied with a 
ittle. 

Mon. Dear Flippanta, that was only my Modeſty; 
but ſince you'll have it out am a very Dragon: 
And ſo your Lady'll find it ever ſhe thinks fit to 
be ———— Now Ih pe you'll ſtand my Friend. 

Flip. Well, Sir, as far as my Credit goes, it ſhall be 
employ'd in your Service. 

Mon. My beſt Flippanta 
hers — tell her —-—- my Body's hers tell 
her ——— my Soul's hers and tell her m 
nad hers. Lard have mercy upon me, how I'min 
ove ! 

Flip, Poor Man! what a Sweat he's in! But hark — 
I hear my Maſter; for Heaven's ſake compoſe yourſelf 
a little, you are in ſuch a Fir, o' my Conſcience he'll 
ſmell you out. 

Mon. Ah dear, I'm in ſuch an Emotion, I dare not 
be ſeen; put me in this Cloſet for a moment, 

Flip, Cloſer, Man! it's too little, your Love wou'd 


tell her ['m all 


ſtifle you. Go air your ſelf in the Garden a little, you 


have need on't, i'faith. [ She puts him out, 
Flippanta ſola. 
A rare Adventure, by my troth, This will be curious 
News to the Wives. Fortune has now put their Huſ- 
bands into their hands, and I think they are too ſharp 
to neglect its Favours. . 
Enter. 
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Enter Gripe, 

Gripe. O, here's the Right-hand; the reſt of the Body 
can't be far off. Where's my White, Huſwife ? 

Flip. An admirable Queſtion ! Why, ſhe's gone 
abroad, Sr. 

Grize. Abroad, abroad, abroad already? Why. Ihe 
uſes to be ſtewing in her Bed three Hours after this time, 
as ]-te as tis: What makes her gadding ſo ſoon ? 

Flip. Bufineſs I ſuppoſe. 

Gripe, Buſineſs ! ſhe has a pretty Head for Buſineſs 
truly: O ho, let her change her way of living, or 
lei make her change a light Heart for a heavy one. 

Flip. And why would you have her change her way 
of living, Sir? You fee it agrees with her. She never 
look'd better in her Life. 

Gribe. Don't tell me of her Looks, I have done with 
her L-oks long ſince. But I'll make her change her 
Lite, or 

Flip. Indeed, Sir, you won't. 

Gr:pe. Why, what ſhall hinder me, Inſolence ? 

Flip. That which hinders moſt Hu:bands; Contra» 
diction. 

Grife, Suppoſe I reſolve I won't be contradifted ? 

Flip. Suppoſe ſhe reſolves you (hall ? 

Gripe. A Wife's Reſolution is not good by Law. 

Flip. Nor a Husband's by Cuſtom, | 

Gripe. I tell thee 1 will not bear it. 

Flip. I tell you, Sir, you will bear it. 

Grite. Oons, I have borne it three Years already. 

Flip. By that you ſee 'tis but giving your Mind to it. 

Gripe, My Mind to it! Death and the Devil! My 
Mind to it! 

Flip, Look ye, Sir, you may ſwear and damn, and 
call the Furies to aſſiſt you; but till you apply the Re- 
medy to the right place, you'll never cure the Diſeaſe. 
You fancy you have got an extravagant Wife, is't not 
ſo? 

* Pr'ythee change me that word Fancy, and it 
ts 10. 


Flip. 
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Flip. Why there's it, Men are ſtrangely troubled 
with the Vapours of late, You'll wonder now, if [ 
rel ors you have the moſt reaſonable Wife in Town : 
Ard that all the Diſorders you think you ſee in her, are 
only here, here, here, in your own Head, 

[Thumping his Forehead. 

Gripe. Sh#is then, in thy Opinion, a reaſonable Wo- 
man ? 

Flip. By my Faith I think ſo. 

Grite. I ſhall run mad — Name me an Extra- 
vagance in the World ſhe is not guilty of. 

Fp. N me me an Extrayagance in the World ſheis 
guilty of. 

Flip. Come then: Does not ſhe put the whole Houſe 
in diforder ? 

Flip. Not that I know of, for ſhe never comes into 
it but to ſleep. 

Gripe. 'Tis very well: Does ſhe employ any one 
moment of her Life in the Goyernment of her Family ? 

Flip. She is ſo ſubmiſſive a Wife, ſhe leaves it en- 
tirely to you, 

Gripe. Admirable! Does not ſhe ſpend more Money 
in Coach-hire, and Chair-bire than would maintain 
ſix Children? 

Flip. She's too nice of your Credit to be ſeen dag- 
ling in the Streets. 
 Gripe. Good! Do I ſet eye on her ſometimes in 2 
Week together? 

Flip. That, Sir, is becauſe you are never ſtirring at the 
ſame time; you keep odd Hours; you are always going 
to Bed when ſhe's riſing, and riſing juſt when ſhe's com- 
Ing to bed. | 

Gripe. Yes truly, Night into Day, and Day finto 
Night, Bawdy-Houſe Play, that's her Trade; but theſe 
are Trifles : Has ſhe not loſt her Diamond Necklace ? 
Anſwer me to that, Trapes. : 

Flip. Yes; and has ſent as many Tears after it, as if 
it had been her Husband. 

Gripe. Ah! ——— the Pox take her; but enough. 
*Tis reſoly'd, and I will put a ſtop to the courſe * — 

e, 
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to the Courſe of her Blood, 
and ſo ſhe ſhall know the firſt time I meet with her; 
Aſide] which tho' we are Man and Wife, and lie un- 
der one Roof, 'tis very poſſible may not be this Fort- 
night, [Exit Gripe. 
Fiippanta /ola. 

Nay, thou haſt a bleſſed time on't, that muſt be con- 
feſs'd. What a miſerable Devil is a Husband? Inſup- 
portable ro himſelf, and a Plague to every thing about 
them, Their Wives do by them, as Children do b 

Dogs, teaze and provoke em, till they make them ſo 
curs'd, they ſnarl and bite at every thing that comes in 
their reach, This Wretch here 1s grown perverſe to 
that __ he's for his Wife's keeping home, and mak- 
ing Hell of his Houſe, ſo he may be the Devil init, to 
torment her, How niggardly ſoever he is, of all things 
he poſleſles, he is willing to purchaſe her Miſery, ↄt the 
expence of his own Peace. But he'd as good be ſtill, 
for he'il miſs of his Aim. If 1 know her (which L 
think I do) ſhe'll ſet his Blood in ſuch a Ferment, it 
ſhall bubble out atevery Pore of him ; whilſt hers isſo 
quiet in her Veins, her Pulſe ſhall go like a Pendulum. 
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Aer . 
SCENE, Mrs. Amlet's Houſe. 


. Enter Dick, 
HER E's this old Woman? — A- hey. What 
the Devil, no body at home! Ha! her ſtrong 
Bx! ——And the Key in't! 'tis ſo. Now Fortune be 
my Friend. What the Duce Not a Penny of 
M ey in Caſh! ———— Nor a Chequer Note! — 
Nor a Bink Bi | ſearches the ſtrong Box.] -— 
Nor a crooked Stick! Nor a—— Mum here's 


ſomething 
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fomething A Diamond Necklace, by all the Gods! 
Oons the old Woman Zeſt. 


Claps the Necklace in his Pocket, then runs and 
asks her Bleſſings. 


Enter Airs. Amlet. 


—— Pray Mother, pray to, cc. 

Aml. Is it poſſible 
Knee! Ahmy dear Child! 
unto thee. | 

Dick. I'm come, my dear Mother, to pay my Duty 
to you, and to ask your Conſent to — 

Aml, What a Shape is there! 

Dick. Lo ask your Conlent, I ſay to marry a great 
Fortune; for what is Riches in this World without a 
Biciling ? And how can there be a Bleſſing without Re- 
ſpect and Duty to Parents? 

Aml. What a Noſe he has! 

Dick, And therefore it being the Duty of every good 
2 not to diſpoſe of himſelf in Marriage, without 

e 

Aml. Now the Lord love thee [kiſſing him.] — 
for thou art a goodly young Man: Well, Dick, 
And how goes it with the Lady? Are her Eyes open to 
thy Charms? Does ſhe ſee what's for her own good? 
Is ſhe ſenſible of the Bleſſings thou haſt in ſtore for her ? 
Ha! is all ſure? Haſt thou broke 2 Piece of Money 
with her? Speak, Bird, do: Don't be modeſt a14 hide 
thy Love from thy Mother, for I'm an indulgent Pa- 
rent. | 

Dick, Nothing under Heaven can prevent my good 


Dick upon his humble 
May Heaven be good 


Fortune, but its being diſcover'd lam your Son =—— 


Aml. Then thou art ſtill aſham'd of thy natural Mo- 
ther Graceleſs! Why, I'm no W hore, Sirrah. 
Fick. I know you are not — A Whore ! Bleſs us 


all 


Aml. No; my Reputation's as good as the beſt of 
'em; andtho' I'm old, I'm chaſte, you Raſcal you. 


Dick, Lord, that is not the thing we talk of, Mother; 
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Aml. I think, as the World goes, they may be proud 
of marrying their Daughter into a vartuous Family. 

Dick. Oons, Vartue is not the Caſe 

Aml. Where ſhe may have a good Example before 
her Eyes. 

Dick. O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! 

Aml. I'm a Woman that don't ſo much as encourage 
an incontinent Lock towards me. 

Dick. I tell you, 'sdeath, I tell you 

Aml. It a Man ſhou'd make an uncivil Motion to me, 
I'd ſpit in his Jaicivious Face: And all this you may tell 
them, Sirrah. 

Dick, Death and Furi:s! the Woman's out of her 

Anl. Don't you ſwear, you Raſcal you, don't you 
ſwear; we (hall have thee damn'd at laſt, and then I 
ſhall be diſgrac'd. 

Dick. Why then in cold Blood hear me ſpeak to you: 
I tell you it's a City-Fortune I'm about, ſhe cares not a 
Fig for your Virtue, ſhe'}] hear of nothing but Quality: 
She has quarrell'd with one of her Friends for having a 
better Complexion, and is reſolv'd ſhe'll marry, to take 
place of her. 

Aml. What a Cherry Lip is there! 

Dick, Therefore, good dear Mother, now have a care 
and don't diſcover me; for it you do, all's loſt. 

Ami. Dear, dear, how thy fair Bride will be de- 
lighted; Go, get thee gone, go: Go fetch her home, 
go fetch her home; I'll give ber a Sick-Poffer, and a 
Pillow of Down ſhe ſhall lay her Head upon. Go, 
fetch her home, I ſoy. 

Dick, Take care then of the main Chance, my dear 
Mother; remember, it you diſcoyer me ——— 

Aml. Go, fetch her home, I ſay. 

Dick. You promiſe me then 

Aml. March. 

Dick, But ſwear to me 

Aml. Be gone, Sirrah. | 

Dick. Well, Vil rely upon you—— But one Kiſs be- 
fore 1 go. [ Kiſſes her heartily, and runs ><. 


Ami. 
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Aml. Now the Lord love thee; for thou art a com- 
fortable young Man. [Exit Mrs. Amlet. 


SCENE, Gries Houſe. 


Enter Corinna and Flippanta. 


Cor. But hark you, Flippanta, if you don't think he 
loves me dearly, don't give him my Letter, after all. 

Flip. Let me alone, 

Cor. When he has readit, let him give it you again. 

Flip. Don't trouble your ſelf, 

Cor. And not a word of the Pudding to my Mother- 
in-law. 

Flip. Enough. 

Cor. When we come to loye one another to the 
purpoſe ſhe ſhall know all. 

Flip. Ay, then 'twill be time. 

Cor. But remember '*tis you make me do all this now, 
ſo if any Miſchief comes on't, 'tis you muſt anſwer 
for*r. 

Flip. 1'll be your Security. 

Cor. I'm young, and know nothing of the matter; 
but you have Experience, ſo it's your Buſineſs to con- 
duct me ſafe. 

Flip. Poor Innocence ! 

Cor. But tell me in ſerious Sa dneſs, Flippanta, does 
he love me with the yery Soul of him ? 

Flip. I have told you ſo an hundred times, and yet 
you are not ſatisfhed, 

Cor. But, methinks, I'd fain have him tell me fo 
himſelf. | 

Flip. Have patience, and it ſhall be done. 

Cor, Why, Patience is a Virtue; that we muſt all 


confeſs But I fancy, the ſooner it's done the better, 
Filippanta, 


Enter Jeſſamin. 
Jeſſ. Madam, yonder's your Geography-Maſter wait- 


Exit. 


ing for you. 


Cor, 
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Cor. Ah! how I am tir'd with theſe old fumbling 
Fellows, Flippanta. | 

Flip. Well, don't let them break your Heart, you 
ſhall be rid of them all ere long. 

Cor. Nay, tis not the Study I'm fo weary of, Flip. 
panta, tis the odious thing that teaches me. Were the 
Colonel my Maſter, I fancy I could take pleaſure in 
learning every thing he could ſhew me. 

Flip. And he can ſhew you a great deal, Ican tell 
you that, But get you gone in, here's ſomebody com- 
ing, we muſt not be ſeen together. 

Cor, I Will, L will, I will. 


O the dear Colone'!, 
Running off. 
Enter Mrs. Amlet. 


Flip. O ho, it's Mrs. Amlet What brings you 
ſo ſoon to us again, Mrs. Amlet ? | 

Aml. Ah! my dear Mrs, Flippanta, I'm in a furious 
Fright. 

Flip. Why, what's come to you? 

Aml, Ah! Mercy on us all — Madam's Diamond 
Necklace 

Flip. What of that? 

Aml. Are you ſure you left it at my Houſe ? 

Flip. Sure I left it! a very pretty Queſtion truly! 

Anl. Nay, don't be angry; ſay nothing to Madam 
of it, I beſeech you: It will be found again, if it be 
Heav'ns good will, At leaft 'tis I muſt bear the Loſs 
on't, Tis my Rogue of a Son has laid his Birdlime 
F.ngers on't. 

Flip. Your Son, Mrs. Amlet / Do you breed your 
Ch ldren up to ſuch Tricks as theſe then ? | 

Aml. What ſhall I fay to you, Mrs. Flippanta ? Can 
] help it ? He has been a Rogue from his Cradle, Dick 
has. But he has his Deſerts too. And now it comes 
in my Head, mayhap he may have no ill Deſign in 
this neither. | 

Flip. No ill Deſign, Woman! He's a pretty Fellow 
if he can ſteal a Diamond Necklace with a good one. 

Aml. You don't know him, Mrs. Flippanta, ſo well 
as I that bore him, Dick's a Ro. ve, tis true, but—— 
Mum Flip, 
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Flip. What does the Womaa mean? 

Aml, H-rk you, Mrs. Flippanta, is not here a young 
Gentlewoman in your Houte that wants a Hu>band ? 

Flip, Why do you atk? 

Ami. By way of C nyerſation only, it does not con- 
cern me; but when ſhe marries, I may chance to dance 
at the Wedding. Remember I tell you ſo; Il who am 
but Mrs Amler. 

Flip. You dance at her Wedding! you! 

Aml, Yes, I, I; but don't trouble Madam about her 
Necklace, perhaps it mayn't go out of the Family. A- 
dieu, Mrs, Flippanta. [ F xit Mrs. Amlet. 

Flip What--- what what does the Woman mean ? 
Mad! Whata Capilotade of a Story's here ? The Neck- 
lace loſt; and her Son Dick; and a Fortune to marry; 
and ſhe ſhall dance at the Wedding; and She 
does not intend, I hope, to propoſe a Match between 
her Son Dick and Corinna? By my Conicience I be- 
lieve ſhe does. An old Beldim ! 

Enter Braſs, 

Braſs. Well, Huſly, how ftind our Affairs? Has 
Miſs writ us an Anſwer yet ? My Maſter's very impa- 
tient yonder. 

Flip. And why the Duce does not he come himſelt ? 
W hat does he fend ſuch idle Fellows as thee of his Er- 
rands? Here I had her alone juſt now: He won't have 
ſuch an Opportunity again this Month, I can tell him 
that. 

Braſs. ſo much the worſe for him; 'tis his Buſineſs, 
But now, my Dear, let thee and I talk a little 
of our own: I grow moſt damnably in love with thee 
doſt hear that? 

Flip. Phu! thou art always timing things wrong; 
my Head is full, at preſent, of more important things 
than Love. 
Braſs. Then it's full of important things indeed: 
Doſt a want a Privy-Counſellor ? 

Flip. I want an Aſſiſtant. 

Braſs. To do what ? 

Flip. Miſchief. 


B raſs, 
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Braſs. I'm thy Man touch, 

Flip. But before l venture to let thee into my Project, 
pr'ythee tell me, whether thou find'ſt a natural Diſpoſi - 
tion to ruin a Husband to oblige his Wife? 

Braſ*, Is the handſome? 

Flip. Yes, 

Braſs. Why then my Diſpoſition's at her Service. 

Flip. She's beholden to thee. 

Braſs. Not ſhe alone neither, therefore don't let her 
grow vain upon't; for I have three or four Aﬀairs of 
that kind going at this time. 

Flip. Well, go carry this Epiſtle from Miſs to thy 
Maſter; and when thou com'ſt back, I'll tell thee thy 
Buſineſs, 

Braſs. 1'll know it before 1 go, if you pleaſe. 
Flip. Thy Maſter waits for an Anſwer, 

Braſs, 1'd rather he ſhou'd wait than 1. 

Flip, Why then, in ſhort, Araminta's Husband is 
in love with my Lady. | 

Braſ;, Very well, Child, we have a Rowland for her 
Oliver: Thy Lady's Husband is in love with Araminta. 

Flip. Who told you that, Sirrah ? 

Braſs. Tis a Negotiation I am charged with, Pert. 
Did not I tell thee l did Buſineſs for halt the Town? I 
have manag'd Maſter Gripe's little Affairs for him theſe 
ten years, you Slut you. 

Flip. Hark thee, Braſs, the Game's in our hands, if 
we can but play the Cards. | 

Braſs. Pique and Repique, you Jade you, if the 
Wives will fall into a good Intelligence, 

Flip. Letthemalone; I'll anſwer for them they don't 
ſlip the Occaſion. See here they come. They little 
think what a piece of good News we have for em. 

Enter Clariſſa and Araminta. | 
| Clar, Jeſſamin! here, Boy, carry up theſe things 
into my Dreſſing Room, and break as many of them 
by the way as you can, be ſure, » O! art thou 
there, Braſs! What'News ? 

Braſs. Madam, 1 only call'd in as I was going by. 


been 
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been ftarting, have kept me here to offer your Lady- 
ſhip my bumble Service, 

Clar, What Propoſitions ? 

Bra/s. She'll acquaint you, Madam. 

Aram. Is there any thing new, Flippanta ? 

Flip. Yes, and pretty too, 

Clar. That follows of courſe, but let's have it — 

Flip. Why, Madam, you have made a Conqueſt. 

Clar, Huſſy — But of who? quick. 

Flip, Of Mr. Money-trap, that's all. 

Aram, My Husband! 

Flip. Yes, your Husband, Madam: You thought fit 
to corrupt ours, ſo now we are even with you, 

Aram. Sure thou art in jeſt, Flippanta. 

Flip. Serious as my Devotions. 

Braſs. And the croſs Intrigue, Ladies, is what our 
Brains have been at work about. 

Aram. My Dear! { To Clariſſa, 

Clar. My Life! 

Aram. My Angel! 

Clar. My Soul! [ Hngging one another, 

Aram. The Stars have done this. 

Clar. The pretty little Twinklers, 

Flip, And what will you do for them now ? 

Clar. What grateful Creatures ought; ſhew em we 
don't deſpiſe their Favours, 

Aram. But is not this a Wager between theſe two 
Blockheads ? | 

Clar. I would not givea Shilling to go the Winner's 
halves. 

Aram. Then 'tis the moſt fortunate thing that ever 
cou'd have happen'd, 

Clary, All your laſt Night's Ideas, Araminta, were 
Trifles to it. 

Aram. Braſs (my Dear) will be uſeful to us. 

Eraſs. At your Service, Madam. 

Clar. Fliptanta will be neceſſary, my Life! 

Flip. She waits your Commands, Madam. 

Aram. For my part then, I recommend my Husband 
to thee, Flippanta, and make it my earneſt Requeſt thou 
won't leave him one Half Crown. Flip, 
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Flip. 1'll do all I canto obey you, Madam. 

Braſs, | To Clariſſa] If your Ladyſhip wou'd give me 
the ſame kind Orders for yours. 

Clar. O if thou ſpar'ſt him, Braſs, I'm thy 


| Braſs. Tis enough, Madam, I'll be ſure to give yon 
a reaſonable Account of him. But how do 4 intend 
we ſhall proceed, Ladies? Muſt we ſtorm the Purſe at 
once, or break Ground in form, and carry it by little 
and little ? 

| Clar. Storm, dear Braſs, ſtorm: ever whilſt you 
live, ſtorm. 


Aram. O by all means; muſt it not be ſo, Flip- 
panta? 


Flip. In four and twenty hours, two hundred Pounds 
a-piece, that's my Sentence. 

Braſs. Very well. But, Ladies, you'll give me leave 
to put you in mind of ſome little Expence in Favours, 


"twill be neceſſary you are at, to theſe honeſt Gentle- 
men. 


Aram. Favours, Braſs / 

Braſs. Um — a 
I doubt muſt be. 

Clar. Now that's a vile Article, Araminta; for that 
thing your Husband is ſo like mine 

Flip. Phu, there's a Scruple indeed, Pray, Madam, 
don't be ſo ſqueamiſh; tho* the Meat be a little flat, 
we'll find you ſavoury Sauce to it. 

Clar. This Wench is ſo mad. 

Flip. Why, what in the name of Zacifer, is it you 
have to do, that's ſo terrible? 

Braſs. A civil Look only. 

Aram. There's no great harm in that, 

Flip. An obliging Word, 

Clar. That one may afford em. 

Braſs. A little Smile, a propo. 

Aram. That's but giving one's ſelf an Air, 

Flip. Receive a little Letter, perhaps, 


Clar. Women of Quality do that from fifty odious 
Fellows, | 
C 2 


ſome ſmall matters, Madam, 
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Braſs. Suffer (may be) a Squeeze by the Hand. 
Aram. One's ſo us'd to that, one does not feel it, 

Flip, Or if a Kiſs wou'd do't ? 

Clar. I'd die firſt. 

Braſs. Indeed, Ladies, I doubt 'twill be neceſſary 
to 


Clar. Get their wretched Money, without paying ſo 
dear for it. 

Flip. Well, juſt as you pleafe for that, my Ladies: 
But I ſuppoſe you'll play upon the ſquare with your 
Favours, and not pique your ſelves upon being one 
more grateful than another. 

Braſs. And ftate a fair Account of Receipts and 
Disburſements, 

Aram, That I think ſhou'd be indeed, | 

Clar. With all my heart, and Braſs ſhall be our 
Book-keeper. So get thee to work, Man, as faſt as 
thou canſt; but not a word of all this to thy Maſter. 

Braſs. I'll obſerve my Order, Madam. [Exit Braſs. 

Clar. I'll have the pleaſure of telling him my ſelf; 
he'll be violently delighted with it: Tis the beſt Man 
in the World, Araminta; he'll bring us rare Company 
to-morrow, all forts of Gameſters; and thou ſhalt ſee 
my Husband will be ſuch a Beaſt to be out of Hu- 
mour at it, 

Aram. The Monſter —— But huſh, here's my Dear 
approaching; pr'ythee let's leave him to Flippanta. 

Flip. Ah, pray do, I'll bring you a good Account 
of him, I'll warrant you, 

Clar, Diſpatch then for the Baſſet-Table's in haſte. 

[Ex. Clar. and Aram. 
Flippanta ſola. 

So, now have at him; here he comes: We'll try if 
we can pillage the Uſurer, as he does other Folks. 

| Enter Moneytrap. 

Mon, Well, my pretty Flippanta, is thy Miſtreſs 
come home ? 

Flip. Yes, Sir. 

Mon. And where is ſhe, pr'ythee } 

Flip, Gone abroad, Sir. 

Mon, 
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Mon. How doſt mean: 
Flip. I mean right, Sir; my Lady'll come home and 
go abroad ten times in an hour, when ſhe's either in 


very good Humour, or very bad. 


Mon. Good-lack ! But I'll wartant, in general, tis 
her naughty Husband that makes her Houle on to 
her. Bu: haſt thou faid a little ſomething to her, 
Chicken, for an expiring Lover? ha! 

Flip. Said — yes, I have ſaid, much good may it do 
me. 

Mon. Well! and how? 

Flip. And how! — And how do you think you 
wou'd have me do't? And you have ſuch a way with 
you, one can refuſe you nothing. But 1 have brought 
my ſelf into a fine Buſineſs by it. 

Mon. Good lack : But, I hope Flippania —— 

Flip. Yes your. Hopes will do much, when I am turn'd 
out of doors. | 

Mon. Was ſhe then terrible angry ? 

Flip. Oh! had you ſeen how ſhe flew, when ſhe 
ſaw where I was pointing; for you muſt know I went 
round the Buſh, and round the Buſh, before I came 
to the matter, 

Mon, Nay, tis a tiekliſh Point, that muſt be own'd. 

Flip. On my word is it — I mean where a Lady's 
truly virtuous ; for that's our Caſe, you muſt know. 

Mon, A very dangerous Caſe indeed, | 

Flip. But I can tell you one thing — ſhe has an In- 
clination to you. 

Mon, Is it poſlible ! 

Flip. Yes, and I told her ſo at laſt. 

Mn. Well, and what did ſhe anſwer thee ? 

Flip. Slap — and bid me bring it you for a Token; 

(0g him a Slap on the Face. 

Mon. And you have loſt none on't by the way, with 
a Pox t'ye. [Aſide. 

Flip. Now this, I think, looks the beſt in the World, 

Mon. Yea, but really it feels a little odly. 

Flip. Why, you muſt know, Ladies have different 
ways of expreſſing their Kindneſs, according to the Hu- 
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mour they are in: If ſhe had been ina good one, ithad 
been a Kiſs; but as long as ſhe ſent you ſomething, 
your Affairs go well. 

Mon. Why, truly, I am alittle ignorant in the my- 
ſerious Paths of Love, ſo I muſt be guided by thee. 
But, pr'ythee, take her in a good Humour next Token 
ſhe ſends me. 

Flip. Ah ———— good Humour ? 

Mon, What's the matter? 

Flip. Poor Lady! 

Mon. Ha. | 

Flip. It 1 durſt tell you all — 

Mon. What then? | 

5 You wou'd not expect to ſee her in one a good 
while, 

Mon, Why, I pray? 

Flip. I muſt own I did take an unſeaſonable time to 
talk of Love-matters to her. 

Mon, Why, what's the matter ? 

Flip. Nothing. 

Mon. Nay, pr'ythee tell me. 

Flip, I dare not. 

Mon, You muſt indeed. 

Flip, Why, when Women are in Difficulties, how 
can they think of Pleaſure ? 

Mon. Why, what Difficulties can ſhe be in? 

Flip. Nay, I do but gueſs after all; for ſhe bas that 
Grandeur of Soul, ſhe'd die before ſhe'd tell, 

Mon. But what doſt thou ſuſpect? 

Flip. Why, what ſhould one ſuſpect, where a Huſ- 
band loves nothing but getting of Money, and a Wife 
nothing but ſpending on'r ? | 
Mon. So ſhe wants that ſame then? 

Flip. I fay no ſuch thing, I know nothing of the mat- 
ter; pray make no wrong Interpretation of what I ſay, 
my Lady wants nothing that I know of. Tis true — 
ſhe has had ill Luck at Cards of late, I believe ſhe has 
not won once this m6nth : But what of that ? 

Mon, Ha! 


Flip. 
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Flip. Tis true, I know her Spirit's that, ſhe'd ſee 
her Husband hang'd, before ſhe'd ask bim for a Farthing. 

Mon, Ha! 

Flip. And then I know him again, he'd ſee her drowyn' 
before he'd give her a Farthing; but that's a help to 
your Affair, you know. 

Mon. 'Tis ſo indeed. 

Flip. Ah —— well, I' fay nothing; but if ſhe had 
none of theſe things to fret her 

Mon. Why real 7. Flippanta — — 

Flip. I know what you are going to ſay now; you 
are going to offer your Service, but twon't do; you 
have a mind to play the Gallant now, but it muſt not 
be; you want to be ſhewing your Liberality, but *rwon't 
be allow'd; you'll be prefling me to offer it, and ſhe'll 
be ina Rage, We ſhall have the Devil to do. 

Mon. You miſtake me, Flppanta; I was only going 
to ſay — k ͤ(— 

Flip. Ay, I know what you were going to ſay well 
enough; but I tell you it will never do ſo. If one 
cou'd fiad out ſome way now ay let 
me ſee 

Mon. Indeed I hope 

Flip Pray be quiet — no = but I'm thinking 
— hum — ſhe'll ſmoke that tho let us conſi- 
der —— If one cou'd finda way to 'Tis the 
niceſt Point in the World to bring about, ſhe'll never 
touch it, if ſhe knows from whence it comes. 

Mon. Shall I try if | can reaſon her Husband out of 
twenty Pounds, to make her eaſy the reſt of her Life ? 

Flip. Twenty Pounds, Man? —— why you ſhall ſee 
her ſet that upon a Card. O ſhe has a great Soul, 
Beſides, if her Husband ſhould oblige her, it 
might, in time, take off her Averſion to him, and by 
conſequence, her Inclination to you. No, no, it muſt 
never come that way. 

Mon. What ſhall we do then? 

mw Hold ſtill ——— 1 have it. I'll tell you what 
you all do. 

Mon. Ay. 
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Flip. You ſhall make her — a Reſtitution of 
two hundred Pounds, 

Hon. Ha! ——— a Reſtitution! 

Flip. Yes, yes, tis the luckieſt Thought in the World; 
Madam often plays, you know, and Folks who do ſo 
meet now and then with Sharpers. Now you ſhall bea 
Sharper, 

Mon. A Sharper! 

Flip. Ay, ay, a Sharper; and having cheated her of 
two hundred Pounds, ſhall be troubled in Mind, and 
ſend it her back again. You comprehend me ? 

Mon, Yes L I comprehend, but a won't ſhe 
ſuſpeR if it be ſo much? 

Flip. No, no, the more the better, 

Mon, Two hundred Pound! 

Flip. Yes, two hundred Pound — Or let me fee — 
ſo e en a Sum may look alittle ſuſpicious, 
let it be two hundred and thirty; that odd thirty will 
make it look ſo natural, the Devil won't find it out. 

Mon. Ha! | 

Flip. Pounds, too, look I don't know how; Guineas 
I fancy were better —— ay, Guineas, it ſhall be Guineas. 
You are of that mind, are you not? 

Mon. Um —a Guinea you know, Flippanta, i 

Flip. A thouſand times genteeler, you are certainly 
in the right on't; it ſhall be as you ſay, two hundred 
and thirty Guineas. 

Mon, Ho well, if it muſt be Guineas, let's ſes, 
two hundred Guineas. 

Flip. And thirty; two hundred and thirty: If you 
miſtake the Sum, you ſpoil all. So go put them in a 
Purſe, while it's freſu in your Head, and ſend 'em to 
me with a penitential Letter, deſiring Il do you the 
favour to reſtore them to her. 

Mon. Two hundred and thirty Pounds in a Bag! 

Flip. Guineas, I ſay, Guineas. 

Mon. Ay, Guineas, that's true. But, Flippanta, if 
ſhe don't know they come from me, then 1 give my 
Money far nothing, you know, | 
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Flip. Phu, leave that to me, I'll manage the Stock for 
you; I'll make it produce ſomething, 1']l warrant you. 

Mos. Well, Flippanta, tis a great Sum indeed; but 
I'll go try what I can do for her, You ſay, two hun- 
dred Guineas in a Purſe ? 

Flip. And thirty; if the Man's in his Senſes. 

Mon. And thirty, 'tis true, I always forget that thirty. 

Exit Mon, 

Flip, So, get thee gone, thou art a rare Fellow, i'faith, 

Braſs! — it's thee, is't not? 
Enter Braſs, 

Braſs. It is, Huſwife. How go matters? I ſtaid till 
thy Gentleman was gone. Haſt done any thing to- 
wards our common Purſe ? 

Flip, I think 1 have; he's going to make us a Reſti- 
tution of two or three hundred Pounds, 

Braſs. A Reſtitution! — good. 

Flip. A new way, Sirrah, to make a Lady take a 
Preſent without putting her to the Bluſh. 

Braſs, Tis very well, mighty well indeed. Pr'ythee 
where's thy Maſter? let me try if I can perſuade him 
to be troubled in Mind too, 

Flip. Not ſo haſty; he's gone into his Cloſet to pre- 
pare himſelf for a Quarrel, I have advis'd him to 
with his Wiſe, 

Braſs. What to do? 

Flip. Why, to make her ſtay at home, now ſhe has 
reſolv'd to do it beforehand. You muſt know, Sirrah, 
we intend to make a Merit of our Bafſet-Table, and 
get a good Pretence for the merry Companions we 
intend to fill his Houſe with. | 

Braſs. Very nicely ſpun, truly, thy Husband will 
be a happy Man. 

Flip, Hold your Tongue, you Fool yon. See here 
comes your Maſter, 

Braſs. He's welcome. 

Enter Dick. 
Dick. My dear Flippanta! how many Thanks have I 


to pay thee? 


Flip. Do you like her Stile? 
C's | Dick, 
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Dick, The kindeſt little Rogue! there's nothing but 
ſhe gives me leave to hope. I am the happieſt Man 
the World has in its Care. 

Flip. Not ſo happy as you think for neither, per- 
haps; you have a Rival, Sir, I can tell you that. 

Dick. A Rival ! 

Flip. Yes, and a dangerous one too. 

Dick, Who, in the name of Terror ? 

Flip. A deviliſh Fellow, one Mr. Amlet. 

Dick, Amlet! I know no ſuch Man. 

Flip, You know the Man's Mother tho“; you met 
her here, and are in her favour, I can tell you. If he 
worſt you in your Miſtreſs, you ſhall een marry her, 
and diſinherit him. 

Dick. If I have no other Rival but Mr. Amlet, I be- 
lieve I ſhan't be much diſturb'd in my Amour. But 
can't I fee Corinna? 

Flip, 1 don't know, ſhe has always ſome of her 
Maſters with her: But I'll go ſee if ſhe can ſpare you 
a moment, and bring you word. Exit Flippanta. 

Dick. I wiſh my old hobbling Mother han't been 
blabbing ſomething here ſhe ſhould not do. 

andy Fear nothing, all's ſafe on that ſide yet. But, 
how ſpeaks young Miſtreſs's Epiſtle ? ſoft and tender? 

Dick, As Pen can write. 

Braſs. So you think all goes well there: 

Dick. As my Heart can wiſh, 

Braſs. You are ſure on't ? 

Dick. Sure on't! 

Braſs. Why then Ceremony aſide, | Putting on his Hat. 
You and I muſt have a little Talk, Mr. Amlet. 

Dick. Ah, Braſs, what art thou going to do? Wou't 


ruin me? 


Braſs. Look you, Dick, few words; you are in a 
ſmooth way of making your Fortune, I hope all will 
roll on. But how do you intend matters ſhall paſs 
"tw xt you and me in this Buſineſs ? 


Dick, Death and Futies! What a time doſt take to 
talk on't ? 


N | Braſs, 


The CONFEDERACY. 79 


Braſs. Good words, or I betray you; they have al- 
ready heard of one Mr. Amlet in the Houle, 

Dick, Here's a Son of a Whore! [ Aſide. 

Braſs, In ſhort, look ſmooth, and be a good Prince, 
I am your Valet, tis true: Your Footman ſometimes, 
Which I'm enrag'd at; but you have always had the A- 
ſcendant, I confeſs: when we were School-Fellows, you 
made me carry your Books, make your Exerciſe, own 
your Rogueries, and ſometimes take a Whipping for 
you, When we were Fellow-Prentices, tho“ I was your 
Senior, you made me open the Shop, clean my Maſter's 
Shoes, cut laſt at Dinner, and eat all the Cruſt, In our 
Sins too, I muſt own you ſtill hoſe me under; you ſoar'd 
up to Adultery with our Miſtreſs, while I was at hum- 
ble Fornication with the Maid. Nay, in our Puniſh- 
ments you ſtill made good your Poſt; for when once 
upon a time I was ſentenc'd but to be whipp'd, I cannot 
deny but you were condemn'd to be hang'd. So that in 
all times, I muſt confeſs, your Inclinations have been 
greater and nobler than mine; however, I cannot con- 
ſent that you ſhou'd at once fix Fortune for Life, and 1 
dwell in my Humilities for the reſt of my Days. 

Dick. Hark thee, Braſs, if I do not moſt nobly by 
thee, I'm a Dog. 

Braſs, And when? 

Dick, As ſoon as ever I am married. 

Fraſs. Ah, the Pox take thee. 

Dick, Then you miſtruſt me ? ; 

Braſs. 1 do, by my Faith. Look you, Sir, ſome 
Folks we miſtruſt, becauſe we don't know them; o- 
thers we miſtruſt, becauſe we do know them: And 
for one of theſe Reaſons I deſire there may be a Bar- 
gain beforehand: If not | Raiſing his Voice. | look ye, 
Dick Amlet— 

Dick, Soft, my dear Friend and Companion. The 
Dog will ruin me. [Aſide.] Say, what is't will content 
thee ? : 

Braſs, O ho! | 

Dick, But how canſt thou be ſuch a Barbarian ? 

Braſs, 1 learnt it at Algrers, 


Dick, 
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Dick, Come, make thy Turkiſh Demand then. 

Braſs, You know you gave me a Bank$ill this Mora- 
ing to receive for you. 

Dick. 1 did ſo, of fifty Pounds, 'tis thine. So, now 
thou art ſatisfy' d, all's fix'd. 

Braſs. It is not indeed, There's a Diamond Neck- 
lace you robb'd your Mother of e'en now. 

Dick, Ah you Jew. 

Braſs. No words. 

Dick. My dear Braſs / 

Braſs, I inſiſt. 

Dick, My old Friend, 

Braſs. Dick Amlet ¶ Raiſing his Voice.] I inſiſt. 

Dick. Ah the Cormorant — Well, tis thine : But 
thou'lt never thrive with it. 

Braſs. When J find it begins to do me miſchief, III 
give it you — But I muſt have a Wedding-Suit. 

Dick, Well. 

Braſs, Some good Lace. 

Dick. Thou ſha't. 

Braſs. A Stock of Linen. 

Dick, Enough. 

Braſs. Not yet a Silyer Sword. 

Dick, Well, thou ſha't have that too. Now thou 
baſt every thing. 

Braſs. God forgive me, I forgot a Ring of Remem- 
bragce; I wou'd not forget all theſe Favours for the 
World : A ſparkling Diamond will be always playing 
in my Eye, and put me in mind of them. 


Dick, This unconſcionable Rogue! [ Aſide. ] Well,. 


I'll beſpeak one for thee, 

Braſs, Brillant. 

S pai It ſhall, But if the thing don't ſucceed after 
All? — 

Braſs. Im a Man of Honour, and reftore : And ſo. 
the Treaty being finiſh'd, I ſtrike my Flag of Defiance, 
and fall into my Reſpects again, [Taking off his Hat. 

Enter Flippanta. 

Flip. I have made you wait a little, but I cou'd not 
help ir, her Maſter is but juſt gone. He has been 

ſhewing 
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ſhewing her Prince Exgene's March into Italy. 

Dick. Pr'ythee let me come to her, 1'll ſhew her a 

rt of the World he has never ſhewn her yet. 

Flip. So I told her, you muſt know; and ſhe ſaid, 
ſhe cou'd like to travel in good Company: fo if you'll 
flip up thoſe Back-Stairs, you (hall try if you can a+ 
gree upon the Journey. 

Dick. My dear Flippanta ! 

Flip, None of your dear Acknowledgments, I be- 
ſeech you, but up Stairs as hard as you can drive. 

Dick, I'm gone. [ Exit Dick, 

Flip. And do you follow him, Jack-a-dandy, and ſee 
he is not ſurpriz'd. 

Braſs. I thought that was your Poſt, Mrs. Uſeful: 
But if you'll come and keep me in Humour, I don't 
care if I ſhare the Duty with you. 

Flip, No words, Sirrah, but follow him, I have 
ſomewhat elſe to do. 

Braſs, The Jade's ſo abſolute there's no conteſting 
with her. One Kiſs tho”, to keep the Centinel warm, 

[ Gives her a long Kiſs.] — So. [Exit Braſs, 
Flippanta ſola. 
A A naſty Rogue. [Wiping her Mouth.) But, let 
me ſee what have I to do now? This Reſtitution 
will be here quickly, I ſuppoſe; in the mean time I'll 
o know if my Lady's ready for the Quarrel yet. 
Maſter, yonder, is ſo full on't, he's ready to burſt; 
but we'll give him vent by and by with a witneſs. 
[Exit Blip, 


ACT 
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. 
SCENE, Grize's Houſe. 


Enter Corinna, Dick, and Braſs. 


Braſs. | 7 ranks fear, I'll give you timely notice. 
| Goes to the Door. 


Dick. Come, you muſt conſent, you ſhall conſent. 
How can you leave me thus upon the Rack? A Man 
who loves you to that Exceſs that I do, 

Cor. Nay, that you love me, Sir, that I'm ſatisfy'd 
in, for you have ſworn you do: And I'm fo pleas'd 
with it, 1'd fain have you do ſo as long as you live, 


fo we muſt never marry. 
Dick. Not marry, my Dear! why, what's our Love 


good for if we don't marry ? 
Cor. Ah I'm afraid 'twill be good for little 


if we do. 
Dick, Why do you think ſo ? 
Cor. Becauſe I hear my Father and Mother, and my 


Uncle and Aunt, and Araminta and her Husband, and 
twenty other married Folks ſay ſo from Morning to 
Night. 

Dick, Oh, that's becauſe they are bad Husbands and 
bad Wives; but in our Caſe there will be a good Hul- 
band and a good Wife, and ſo we ſhall love for ever. 

Cor. Why, there may be ſomething in that truly ; 
and I'm always willing to hear Reaſon, as a reaſonable 
young Woman ought to do. But are you ſure, Sir, 
tho' we are very good now, we ſhall be ſo when we 
come to be better acquainted ? 

Dick, I can anſwer for my ſelf, at leaſt. 

Cor, I wiſh you cou'd anſwer for me too. You ſee 
I am a Plain-Dealer, Sir, I hope you don't like me 
the worſe for it. | 

Dick, 
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Dick. O by no means, tis a ſign of admirable Mo- 
rals; and I hope, ſince you practiſe it your ſelf, you'll 
approve of it in your Lover. In one word therefore, 
(for 'tis in vain to mince the matter) my Reſolution's 
_ and the World can't ſtagger me, 1 marry — or 
I die. 

Cor. Indeed, Sir, I have much ado to believe you; 
the Diſeaſe of Love is ſeldom ſo violent. 

Dick. Madam, 1 have two Diſeaſes to end my Miſe- 
ries ; if the firſt don't do!t, the latter ſhall; ¶ Drawing 
4 Sword, one's in my Heart, t'other's in my Scab- 

rd. 

Cor. Not for a Diadem, fCatching hold of him.] 
Ah, put it up, put it up. 

Dice, How abſolute is your Command! [Dropping 
his Sword.) A word, you ſee, diſarms me. 

Cor. What a Power I have over him? [ Aſide.] The 
wondrous Deeds of Love! Pray, Sir, let me haye 
no more of theſe raſh Doings tho'; perhaps I mayn't 
be always in the ſaving Humour. — I'm ſure if I had 
let him ſtick himſelf, 1 ſhou'd have been envy'd by all 
the great Ladies in the Town. [ Aſide. 

Dick. Well, Madam, have 1 then your Promiſe ? 
You'll make me the happieſt of Mankind. 

Cor. I don't know what to ſay to you; but I believe 
T had as =m promiſe, for I find I ſhall certainly do't. 

Dick. Then let us ſeal the Contra@ thus. [ Kiſſes her. 

Cor. Um — He has almoſt taken away my Breath: 
He kiſſes purely. [ Aſide. 

Dick. Hark ſome body comes. 

[ Braſs peeping in, 

Braſs. Gar there, the Enemy —— no, hold y'are 
ſafe, 'tis Flippanta. 


Enter Flippanta, 

Flip. Come, have you agreed the Matter? If not, 
you muſt- end it another time, for your Father's in 
motion, ſo pray kiſs and part. 

Cor. That's ſweet and ſour, [They kiſs.] Adieut'ye, 
Sir. | | [Ex. Dick and Cor. 


Enter 
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Enter Clariſſa. 


Clary. Have you told him I'm at home, Flippanta ? 

Flip, Yes, Madam. 

Clar. And that I'll ſee him? 

Flip. Yes, that too: But here's News for you; I have 
juſt now receiv'd the Reſtitution, 

Clar. That's killing Pleaſure; and how much has he 
reſtor'd me ? 

Flip. Two hundred and thirty. 

Clar. Wretched Rogue! but retreat, your Maſter's 


coming to quarrel. 
Flip. 1'll be within Call, if things run bigh, Ex. Hip. 


Enter Gripe. ; 


Gripe. O ho! — are you there i'faith, Madam your 
humble Servant, I'm very glad to ſee you at home, I 
thought I ſhou'd never have had that Honour again. 

Clar. Good-morrow, my Dear, how d'ye do? Flip- 
panta ſays you are out of Humour, and that you have 
a mind to quarrel with me: Is it true? ha! —— I 
have a terrible Pain in my Head, I give you notice 
on't beforehand 

Gripe. And how the Pox ſhou'd it be otherwiſe ? It's 
a wonder you are not dead [as a' wou'd you were, 4. 
ſide.] with the Life you lead. Are you not aſham'd 2 
and do you not bluſh to 

Clar. My dear Child, you crack my Brain ; ſoften 
the Harſhneſs of your Voice: Say what thou wou't, 
but let it be in an agreeable Tone — 

Gripe. Tone, Madam, don't tell me of a Tone —— 

Clar. O — if you will quarrel, do it with Tempe- 
rance ; let it be all in cool Blood, even and ſmeoth, 
as if you were not moy'd with what you ſaid; and then 
I'll hear you, as if I were not mov'd with it neither, 

Gripe, Had ever Manſuch need of Patience? Madam, 
Madam, I muſt tell you, Madam 

Clar. Another Key, or I'll walk off. 

Gripe. Don't provoke me. 

Clar. Shall you be long, my Dear, in your Remon- 
ſtrances ? 


Gripe, 
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Gripe. Yes, Madam, and very long. 

Clar. If you wou'd quarrel in abregte, I ſhou'd have 
a World of Obligation to you. ö 

Gripe, What I have to ſay, forſooth, is not to be ex» 
preſs d in abregte, my Com aints are too numerous. 

Clar. Complaints! of what, my Dear? Have 1 ever 
given you Subject of Complaint, my Life? 

Gripe, O Pox! my Dear and my Life! I deſire none 
of your Tendres. 

Clar. How! find fault with my Kindneſs, and — 
Expreſſions of Affection and Reſpect? the World will 
gueſs by this what the reſt of your Complaints may be. 
I muſt tell you, I'm ſcandaliz d at your Procedure. 

Gripe. 1 muſt tell you, I am running mad with yours. 

Clar. Ah! how inſupportable are the Humours of 
ſome Husbands, ſo full of Fancies, and ſo ungoverna- 
ble: What have you in the World to diſturb you? 

Gripe. What have I to diſturb me! I have you, Death 
and the Devil ! | 

Clar. Ay, merciful Heaven! how he ſwears! You 
ſhou'd never accuſtom your ſelf to ſuch words as theſe, 
indeed, my Dear, you ſhou'd not ; your Mouth's always 
full of them. 

Grite. Blood and Thunder! Madam 


Clar. Ah, he'll fetch the Houſe down: Do you 


know you make me tremble for you? Flippanta ! who's. 
there? Flippanta / 
Gripe. Here's a provoking Devil for you! 


Enter Flippanta. 
Flip, What, in the name of Jove's the matter? you 
raiſe the Neighbourhood. 


Clar. Why here's your Maſter in a moſt violent Fuſs, 
and no mortal Soul can tel! for what. 
Gripe, Not tell for what! 


Clar. No, my Life. I have begg'd him to tell me his 


Griefs, Flippanta; and then he ſwears, good Lord! 
how he does ſwear. 


Gripe. Ah you wicked Jade! Ah you wicked Jade 


Clar. Do you hear him, Flippanta / do you hear him! 
| Firp, 
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Flip. Pray, Sir, let's know a little what puts you'in 
all this Fury? 

Clar. Pr'ythee ſtand near me, Flippanta, there's an odd 
Froth about his Mouth, looks as if his poor Head were 
going wrong, I'm afraid he'll bite. | 

Gripe, The wicked Woman, Flippanta, the wicked 
Woman. 

Clar. Can any body wonder I ſhun my own Houſe, 
when he treats me at this rate in it? 

Gripe. At this rate! Why in the Devil's Name 

Clar, Do you hear him again ? 

Flip. Come, a little Moderation, Sir, and try what 
that will produce, 

Gripe. Hang her, tis all a Pretence to juſtify her going 
abroad. 

Clar. A Pretence! a Pretence! Do you hear how 
black a Charge he loads me with? Charges me with a 
Pretence ? Is this the Return for all my;down-right open 
Actions? You know, my Dear, I ſcorn Pretences: 
Whene'er I go abroad, it is without Pretence. 

Gripe, Give me Patience. 

Flip. You have a great deal, Sir. 

Clar. And yet he's never content, Flippanta; 

Gripe. What ſhall I do? | 

Clar. What a reafonable Man wou'd do; own your 
ſelf in the wrong, and, be quiet Here's Flippanta has 
8 and I have Moderation; I'm willing to 
make her Judge of our Differences. 

Flip. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam: 
as I tell you beforehand, I ſhall be a little on Maſter's 

e. 

Gripe, Right, Flippanta has Senſe. Come let her 
2 Have 1 not reaſon to be in a Paſſion? tell me 
that. 

Clar. You muſt tell her for what, my Life. 

Gripe. Why, for the Trade you drive, my Soul. 

Flip. Look you, Sir, pray take things right. I know 
Madam does fret you a little now and then, that's true; 
but in the Fund ſhe is the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, gentleſt Lady 
breathing : Let her but live entirely to her own Fancy, 

an 
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and ſhe'll never ſay a word to you from Morning to 
Night. 

Gripe Oons ; let her but ſtayat home, and ſhe ſhall 
do what ſhe will: In reaſon, that is. 

Flip, D'ye hear that, Madam? Nay, now I muſt be 
on Maſter's ſide ; you fee bow he loves you, he deſires 
only your Company: Pray give him that Satisfaction, 
or I muſt pronounce againſt you. 

Clar. Well 1 agree, Thou know'ſt I don't love to 
grieve him : Let him bealways in good Humour, and 
I' be always at home. 

Flip. Look you there, Sir, what wou'd you have 
more ? 


Gripe, Well, let her keep her word, and Ul have 
done quarrelling. | 

Clar. I muſt not, however, ſo far loſe the Merit of 
my Conſent, as to let you think l'm weary of going 
abroad, my Dear: what I do, is purely to oblige you; 
which, that I may be able to perform, without a Re- 
lapſe, I'll invent what ways I can to make my Priſon 
ſupportable to me. 

Flip. Her Priſon! pretty Bird! her Priſon! don't 
that word melt you, Sir? 

 Gripe. I muſt confeſs I did not expect to find her 
ſo reaſonable, a 

Flip. O, Sir, ſoon or late Wives come into goed 
Humour: Husbands muſt only have a little Patience 
to wait for it. | 

Clar, The innocent little Diverſions, Dear, that I 
ſhall content my ſelf with, will be chiefly Play and 
Company. 

Gripe, O, I'll find you Employment, (your Time 
ſhan't lie upon your Hands, tho” if you have a mind 
now for ſuch a Companion as a—— let me ſee 
Araminta for Example, why I ſhan't be againſt her 
being with you from Morning till Night. 

Chr. You can't oblige me more, *tis the beſt Wo- 
man in the World. 

Gripe. Is not ſhe ? 

Flip. Ah, the old Satyr! [ Aſide. 

Gripe. 
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Gripe. Then we'll have, beſides her, may be ſome- 
times her Husband ; and we ſhall ſee my Niece 
that writes Verſes, and my Siſter Fidget: With her 
Husband's Brother that's always merry; and his little 
Couſin, that's to marry the fat Curate; and "fee 
the Apothecary, with his Wife and all his Children, 
O we ſhall divert our ſelves rarely, 

Flip. Good. | [ Aſrds. 

Clar. O, for that, my dear Child, I muſt be plain 
with you, I'll ſee none of em but Araminta, who has 
the Manners of the Court; for Lil converſe with none 
but Women of Quality. 

Gripe. Ay, ay, they ſhallall have one Quality or other, 

Clar. Then my Dear, to make our Home pleaſant, 
we'll have Conſorts of Muſick ſometimes. 

Gripe, Muſick in my Houſe ! 

Clar. Yes my Child, we muſt have Muſick, or the 
Houſe will be ſo dull 1 ſhall get the Spleen, and be go- 
ing abroad again. 

Flip. Nay, ſhe has ſo much Complaiſance for you, 
Sir, you can't diſpute ſuch things with her, 

Gripe. Ay, but if I have Mulick 

Clar. Ay, but, Sir, I muſt have Muſick 

Flip. Not every Day, Madam don't mean. 

Clar. No bleſs me, no; but three Conſorts a Week: 
three Days more we'li play after Dinner, at Ombre, 
Picquet, Baſſet, and ſo forth, and cloſe the Evening 
with a handſome Supper and a Ball. 

Gripe, A Ball! 

Clar, Then my Love, you know there is but one 
Day more upon four hands, and that ſhall be the Day of 
Converſation, we'll read Verſes, talk of Books, invent 
Modes, tell Lies, fcandalize our Friends, be pert upon 
Religion ; and in ſhort, employ every moment ” it 
in ſome pretty witty Exerciſe or other, 

Flip. What order you ſee 'tis ſhe propoſes to live in! 
A moſt wonderful Regularity ! 

Gripe. Regularity with a Pox [ Afede, 

Clar. And as this kind of Life, ſo ſoft ſo ſmooth, 
ſo agreeable, muſt needs invite a vaſt deal of Com- 
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pany to partake of it, "twill be neceſſary to have the 
ecency of a Porter at our Door, you know. 

Gripe. A Porter 
Madam ! 

Clar. Poſitively, a Porter. 

Gripe. Why, no Scrivener fince Adam ever had a 
Porter, Woman ! 

Clar. You will therefore be renown'd in Story, for 
having the firſt, my Life. 

Gripe. Flippanta. 

Flip. Hang it, Sir, never diſpute a Trifle, if you vex 
her, perhaps ſhe'll inſiſt upon a Swiſs, [Aſide to Gripe. 

Gripe. But, Madam . 

Clar. But, Sir a Porter, poſitively a Porter; with- 
out that the Treaty's null, and I go abroad this Moment, 

Flip. Come, Sir; never lofe ſo adyantageous a Peace 
for a pitiful Porter, 

Gripe, Why, I ſhall be hooted at, the Boys will 
throw Stones at my Porter, Beſides, where ſhall I 


a Seriviner have à Porter, 


have Money for all this Expence ? 


Clar. My Dear, who asks you for any? Don't be in 
a fright, Chicken, 
Gripe. Don't be in a fright, Madam! But where, 1 
ſay -— 
El, Madam plays, Sir, think on that; Women that 
lay have inexhauſtible Mines, and Wives who receive 
fea Money from their Husbands, are many times thoſe 
who ſpend the moſt. | 
Clar. So, my Dear, let what Flippanta ſays content 
ou. Go, my Life, trouble your ſelf with nothing, but 
t me do jut as I pleaſe, and all will be well. I'm 
going. into my Cloſet, to conſider of ſome more things 
to enable me to give you the pleaſure of my Company 
at home, without making it too great a Miſery to a 
yielding Wife. [Exit Clariſſa. 
Flip. Mirror of Goodneſs! Patern to all Wives? 
well ſure, Sir, you are the happieſt of all Husbands. 
Gripe, Yes—— and a miſerable Dog for all that too, 
perhaps. 


Flip, 


— — — — 
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Flip. Why what can you ask more, than this match» 
leſs Complaiſance ? 

Gripe. I don't know what I can ask, and yet I'm not 
ſatisfy'd with what I have neither, the Devil mixes in it 
all, | think ; Complaiſant or Perverſe, it feels juſt as't did. 

Flip. Why then your Uneaſineſs is only a Diſeaſe, 
Sir, perhaps a little Bleeding and Purging wou'd re- 
lieve you. 

Clar. 1 [ Clarifla calls within, 


Flip. Madam calls, I come, Madam. Come, be 
2 be merry, Sir, you have cauſe, take my word 
ort. 

Poor Devil. [ Aſide.] [Exit Flip. 


Gripe. | don't know that, I don't know that : Bur 
this 1do know, that an honeſt Man, who has marry'd 
a Jade, whether ſhe's pleas'd to ſpend her time at home 
or abroad, had better have liv'd a Batchelor. 

Enter Braſs. 

Braſs. O, Sir, I'm mighty glad I have found you, 

Grite. Why, what's the matter, pr'ythee? 

Braſs. Can no body hear us ? 

Gripe. No, no, ſpeak quickly. 

Braſs. You han't ſeen Araminta, ſince the laſt Let- 
ter I carry'd her from you? 

Gripe. Not I, I go prudently ; I don't preſs things 
like your young Firebrand Lovers. 


Braſs. But ſeriouſly, Sir, are you very much in love 
with her? 

Gripe, As mortal Man has been. 

Braſs. I'm ſorry for't. 

Gripe Why ſo, dear Braſs ? 

Braſs. If you were never to ſee her more now ? Sup- 


poſe ſuch a thing, d'you think *twould break your 
Heart ? 


Gripe, Oh! 

Braſs. Nay, now I fee you love her; wou'd you 
did not. 

Grite. My dear Friend. 

Braſs, I'm in your Intereſt deep; you ſee it. 

| | Grife. 


2 
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Gripe. 1 do: but ſpeak, what miſerable Story haſt 
thou for me ? 

Braſs, I had rather the Devil had, phu— — flown 
away with you quick, than to ſee you ſo much in love, 
as I perceive you are, ſince — 

Grife, Since what? — ho. 

Braſs. Araminta, Sir— 

Gripe. Dead? 

Braſs. No. 

Gripe. How then? 

Braſs, Worſe. 

Grite. Out with't. 

Braſs. Broke. 

Grite. Broke! 

Braſs, She is, poor Lady, in the moſt unfortunate 
Situation of Affairs. But I have ſaid too much. 

Gripe. No, no, 'tis very fad, but let's hear it. 

Bra/s. Sir, ſhe charg'd me, on my Life, never to 
mention it to you, of all Men living, 

Gripe, Why, who ſhoud'ſt thou tell it to, but to the 
beſt of her Friends ? 

Braſt. Ay, why there's it now, it's going juſt as I 
fancy'd, Now will I be hang'd if you are not enough 
in love to be engaging in this matter, But I muſt tell 
you, Sir, That as much Concern as I have for that 
moſt excellent, beautiful, agreeable, diſtre(s'd, unfor- 
tunate Lady, I'm too much your Friend and Servant, 
ever to let it be ſaid, twas the means of your being 
rvin'd for a Woman — — by letting you 3 ſne 
eſteem'd you more than any other Man upon Earth. 

Gripe, Ruin'd! what doſt thou mean? 

Braſs, Mean! Why I mean that Women always ruin 
thoſe that love 'em, that's the Rule. 

Gripe. The Rule! 

Braſs. Yes the Rule; why, wou'd you have em 
_ thoſe that don't? How ſhall they bring that a- 

out ? 

Gripe. But is there a neceſſity then, they ſhou'd ruin 
ſomebody ? 


Trafſs. 


— — — — 
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Braſs. Yes, marry is there; how wou'd you have em 
ſupport their Expence elle? Why, Sir, you can't con- 
ceive now on can't conceive what Araminta's 
Privy-Purſe requires. Only her Privy-Purſe, Sir! Why, 
what do you imagine now ſhe gave me for the laſt Let- 
ter I carry'd her from you? Tis true, *twas from a 
Man ſhe lik'd, elſe, perhaps, 1 had had my Bones broke. 
But what do you think ſhe gave me ? 

Gripe, Why, mayhap ——— 2 Shilling, 

Braſs. A Guinea, Sir, a Guinea, You fee by that 
how fond ſhe was on“, by the by. But then, Sir, her 
Coach-hire, her Chair-hire, her Pin-Money, her Play- 
Money, her China, and her Charity —— wou'd con- 
ſume Peers : A great Soul, a very great Soul! bur 
What's the end of all this? 

Gripe. Ha! 

Braſs, Why, I'll tell you what the end i a 
Nunnery. | 


Gripe. A Nunnery ! 
Braſs, A Nunnery ——In ſhort, ſhe is at laſt re- 


duc'd to that Extremity, and attack'd with ſuch a Bat- 
talion of Duns, that rather than tell her Husband (who 
= know is ſuch a Dog, he'd let her go if ſhe did) 

e has e'en determin'd to turn Papiſt, and bid the 
World adieu for Life, 

Grite. O terrible! a Papiſt! 

Braſs, Yes, when a handſome Woman has brought 
herſelf into Difficulties, the Devil can't help her out 
of —To a Nunnery, that's another Rule, Sir. 

Gripe, But, but, but, pr'ythee Braſs, but 

Braſs. But all the buts in the World, Sir, won't ſtop 
ber; #he's a Woman of a noble Reſolution, So, Sir, 
your humble Servant; I pity her, I pity PS Turtle 
and Mate; but the Fates will have it fo, all's packt up 
and I am now going to call her a Coach, for ſhe re- 
ſolves to flip off without ſaying a word: and the next 
Viſit ſhe receives from her Friends, will be through a 
melancholy Grate, with a Veil inſtead of a Top-knor, 

[ Going. 
Gripe, 


he 
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Grife. It muſt not be, by the Powers it muſt not; 
— was made for the World, and the World was made 

or her. 

Braſ:. And yet you ſee, Sir, how ſmall a ſhare ſhe 
has on't. 

Gripe, Poor Woman! Is there no way to ſave her? 

Braſs. Save her! No, how can ſhe be ſav'd? Why 
ſhe owes above five hundred Pound, 

Gripe. Oh! 

Braſs. Five hundred Pound, Sir; ſhe's like to be 
ſav'd indeed, Not but that I know them in this 
Town wou'd give me one of the five, if 1 would per- 
ſuade her to accept of th'other four: But ſhe had for- 
bid me mentioning it to any Soul living ; and I have 
diſobey'd her only to you; and o il go 
and call a Coach. 

Gripe, Hold —— doſt think, my poor Braſs, one 
might not order it ſo, as to compound thole Debts 
for for twelve Pence in the Pound ? 

Braſs. Sir, d'ye hear? I have already try'd 'em with 
ten Shillings, and not a Rogue will prick up his Ear at 
it, Tho' after all, for three hundred Pounds all in 
glittering Gold, I cou'd ſet their Chaps a watering. 
But where's that to be had with Honour ? there's the 
thing, Sir I'll go and call a Coach. 

Grite. Hold, once more: 1 have a Note in my Clo- 
ſet of two hundred, ay — and fifty, 1'll go and give 
it her my ſelf. 

Braſs. You will; very genteel truly. Go, ſlip daſh, 
and offer a Woman of her Scruples, Money! bolt in 
her Face: why, you might as well offer her a Scor- 
pion, and ſhe'd as ſoon touch it. ; 

Gripe. Shall I carry it to her Creditors then, and 
treat with them? , 

Braſs. Ay, that's a rare Thought, 

Gripe. Is not it, Braſs ? : 

Braſs. Only one little Inconvenience by the way. 

Gripe, As how? 

Braſs, That they are your Wife's Creditors as well as 
hers; and perhaps it might not _ altogether ſo well — 

ee 
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fee you clearing the Debts of your Neighbour's Wife, 
and leaving thoſe of your own unpaid, 

Gripe, Why that's true now. 

Braſs, I'm wiſe you fee, Sir. 

Gripe. Thou art; and I'm but a young Loyer: But 
what ſhall we do then? | 

Braſs, Why I'm thinking, that if you give me the 
Note, do you ſee; and that I promife to give you an 
account of it 

Gripe. Ay, but look you, rast 

Braſs. But look you! —— Why what, d'ye think 
I'm a Pick-pocket? D'ye think 1 intend to run away 
with your 2? your paltry Note. 

Gripe. 1 don't ſay fo—— I fay only that in caſe —. 

Braſs. Cafe, Sir! there's no Caſe but the Caſe 1 
have put you; and ſince you heap Cafes upon Caſes, 
where there is but three hundred raſcally Pounds in 
the Caſe I'll go and call a Coach. 

Gripe, Pr'ythee don't be fo teſty; come, no more 
words, follow me to my Cloſet, and I'll give thee the 
Money. 

Bra. A terrible Effort you make indeed; you are ſo 
much in love, your Wits are all upon the wing, juft a 
going; and for three hundred Pounds you put a ftop 
to their flight: Sir, your Wits are worth that, or your 
Wits are worth nothing. Come away, 

Gripe. Well, ſay no more, thou That be ſatisfy'd. 


[ Exeunt, 
Bras! S't 
Ke-enter Braſs, 
Braſs, Well, Sir! 
Dick. Tis not well, Sir, tis very ill, Sir; we ſhall 


Dick. S't 


be all blown up. 


Braſs, What, with Pride and Plenty ? 

Dick, No, Sir, with an officious Slut that will ſpoil 
all. In ſhort, Flippanta has been telling her Miſfreſs and 
Araminta, of my Paſlion for the young Gentlewoman ; 
and truly to oblige me (ſuppos'd no ill Match by the by) 
they are reſoly'd to propoſe it immediately to her Father. 


Bya 1. 
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Braſs. That's the Devil! We ſhall come to Papers 
and Parchments, Jointures and Settlements, Relations 
meet on both ſides ; that's the Devil. 

Dick, I intended this very day to propoſe to Flip. 


pants, the carrying ber off: And I'm ſure the youn 


Houſwiſe wou'd have tuck'd up her Coats, and have 
march'd. 

Brs/s. Ay, with the Body and the Soul of her. 

Dick, Why then what damn'd Luck is this ? 

Þraſs. 'Tis your damn'd Luck, not mine: I have 
always ſeen it in your ugly Phiz, in ſpite of your 
Powder'd Periwi Pox take ye —— he'll 
be hang'd at laſt. Why don't you try to get her off 

et? 

l Dick. I have no Money, you Dog; you know you 
have ſtript me of every Penny. 

Braſs. Come, damn it, 1'!] venture one Cargo more 
upon your rotten Bottom: But if ever I ſee one glance 
of your hempen Fortune again, I'm off of your Part- 
nerſhip for ever — I ſhall never thrive with him. 

Dick. An impudent Rogue, but he's in poſſeſſion of 
my Eſtate, ſo I muſt bear with him. Aſide. 

Braſs. Well, come, I'll raiſe a hundred Pounds for 
your uſe, upon my Wife's Jewels here; [Pulling out 


the Netklace.] her Necklace ſhall pawn for'r. 


Dick. Remember tho”, that if things fail, I'm to have 
the Necklace again; you know you agreed to that. 

Braſs. Yes, and if I make it geod, you'll be the 
better for't; if not, I ſhall; ſq you ſee where the 
Cauſe will * 

Dick. Why, you barbarous Dog, you won't offer 
to 


Braſs. No words now; about your Buſineſs, march. 
Go ſtay for me at the next Tayern: I'll go to Flip- 
panta, and try what I can de for you. 

Dick, Well, I'll go, but don't think to— O Pox, 


Sir [Exit Dick, 
Braſs ſolus. 

Braſs. Will you be gone? A pretty Title you'd have 

to ſue me upon truly, if I ſhou'd have a mind to 

D 2 ſtand 
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ſtand upon the Defenſive, as perhaps I may, I have done 
the Raſcal Service enough to lull my Conſcience upon't 
I'm ſure: But 'tis time enough for that. Let me 
ſee Firſt 1'I] go to Flippanta, and put a ſtop to 
this Family way of Match-making, then ſell our Neck- 
lace for what ready Money twill produce; and by this 
time to-morrow I hope we ſhall be in poſſeſſion of — 
t'other Jewel here; a 2 Jewel, as ſhe's ſet in 
Gold: 1 believe for the Stone it ſelf we may part 
with't again to a Friend for a Teſter, Exit. 


ALL RE IRASA 
. 


SCE NE, Gripe's Houſe 


Enter Braſs and Flippanta. 
Brafs. ww ELL, you agree I'm in the right, don't 
you ? 

Flip. I don't know, if your Maſter has the Eſtate he 
talks of, why not do't all above-board ? Well, tho' I 
am not much of his Mind, I'm much in his Intereſt, and 
will therefore endeavour to ſerve him in his own way. 

Braſs. That's kindly ſaid, my Child, and I believe I 
ſhall reward thee one of theſe Days, with as pretty a 


Fellow to thy Husband for't, as 
Flip, Hold your prating, Jackadandy, and leave me 


to my Puſineſs. 
Braſs, I obey adieu [Kiſſes her.] [Exit Braſs, 


Flip. Raſcal ! 


Enter Corinna. | 
Cor. Ah, Flippanta, I'm ready to ſink down, my 
Legs tremble under me, my dear Flippy, 
Flip. And what's the Affair? 
Cor. My Father's there within, with my Mother and 


Araminta; I never ſaw him in ſo good a Humour in 
my Lite. 


Flip, 
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Flip. And is that it that frightens you ſo? 

Cor. Ah, Flippanta, they are juſt going to ſpeak to 
him, about my marrying the Colonel, | | 
T 4 Are they ſo? ſo much the worſe; they're too 

ſty. | 

cb. O no, not a bit; I ſlipt out on purpoſe, you 
muſt know, to give em an opportunity; wou'd 'twere 
done A 

Flip. 1 tell you no; get you in again immediately, 
and prevent it. | 

Cor. My Dear, Dear, I am not able; I never was 
in ſuch a way before. 

Flip Never in a way to be marry'd before, ha? is 
not that it: 

Cor. Ah, Lord, if I'm thus before I come to't, Flip- 
panta, what ſhall I be upon the very ſpot ? Do but 
feel with what a thumpaty thump it goes. 

[Putting her Hand to her Heart, 

Flip. Nay, it does make a filthy bultle, that's the 
truth on't, Child. But I believe I ſhall make it leap 
another way, when I tell you, I'm cruelly afraid your 
Father won't conſent, after al), 

Cor, Why, he won't be the Death o'me, will he ? 

Flip. I don't know, old Folks are cruel; but we'll 
have a Trick for him. Braſs and I have been conſult- 
ing upon the Matter, and agreed upon a ſurer way of 
doing it in ſpite of his Teeth. 

Cor. Ay, marry, Sir, that were ſomething. 


Flip, But then he muſt not know a word of any 
thing towards it, 


Cor. No, no, 

Flip. So, get you in immediately, 

Cor, One, two, three and away. Running off. 

Flip. And prevent your Mother's ſpeaking on't. 

Cor, But is t'other way ſure, Flippanta ? 

Flip. Fear nothing, 'twill only depend upon you. 

Cor. Nay then O ho, ho, ho, how pute 
that is. [Exit Corinna. 


D 3 Flip»- 
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1 ſola. 
Poor Child! we may do what we will wich her, at fac 
as marrying her goes: when that's over, tis poſſible 
ſhe mayn't prove akogether ſo tractable. But who's 
here ? my Sharper, I think: Yes. 

Enter Moneytrap. 

Aon. Well, my beſt Friend, how go matters? Har 
— been receiy'd, ha? Was ſhe pleas'd 
with it? 

Flip. Yes, truly; that is, ſhe was pleas'd to fee 
there was ſo honeſt a Man in this immoral Age, 

_ Well, but a —— does ſhe know that twas 
I that 

Flip. Why, you muſt know I begun to her 2 
little * of © hint, and —— and . ſo 
ſhe begun to put on a ſort of a ſevere, haughty, re- 
ſerv'd, angry, forgiving Air. But ſoft, here ſhe comes: 
You'll ſee how you ſtand with her preſently : But don't 
be afraid. Courage, 

Mon. He, hem. 


Enter Clariſſa. 

'Tis no ſmall piece of good Fortune, Madam, to find 
you at home: I have often endeayour'd it in vain. 

Clar. Twas then unknown to me, for if I cou'd often 
receive the Viſits of ſo good a Friend at home, I ſhou'd 
be more reaſonably blam'd for being ſo much abroad. 

Mon. Madam, you make me 

Clar, You are the Man of the World whoſe Com- 
pany I think is moſt to be deſit'd. 1 don't compli- 
ment you when 1 tell you fo, I aſſure you. 

Mon. Alas, Madam, your poor humble Servant: 

Clar. My poor humble Servant however (with all 
the Eſteem 1 have for him) ſtands ſuſpe&ed with me 
for a vile Trick, I doubt he has play d me, which if 
I could prove upon him, I'm afraid 1 ſhou'd puniſh 
him very ſeverely. 

2 I hope, Madam, you'll believe I am not ca- 

Clar. Look you, look you, you are capable of what- 


ever you pleaſe, you habe a great deal of Wit, and know 


bow 


| 
| 
| 
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bow to give a nice and gallant turn to every thing; 
but if you will have me continue your Friend, % 
muſt leave me in ſame Uncertainty in this matter. 

Mon. Madam, Ido then proteſt to you — 

Clary. Come proteſt nothing about it, I am but too 
penetrating, as you may perceive z but we ſometimes 
ſhut our Eyes, rather than break with our Friends; for 
a thorough knowledge of the Truth of this buſineſs, 
wou'd make me very ſeriouſly angry. 

Mon. 'Tis very certain, Madam, that — 

Clar. Come, fay no more on't, I beſeech you, for 
I'm in a deaf of heat while I but think on't; if 
you'll walk in, I'll follow you preſently. 

x Your Goodneſs, Madam, l 

ip. War, Horſe. Aſide ro Moneytra p. 
No fine Speeches, you'll ſpoil a Fe 

Mon. Thou ort a moſt incomparable Perſon. 

Flip. Nay, it goes rarely; but get you in, and l 
ſay a liitle ſomethiug to my Lady for you, while ſhe's 
warm. 

Mon. But S't Flippanta, bow long do'ſt think ſhe 
may hold out?, 

Flip. Phu, not a Twelvemontb. 

Mon. Boo. 

Flip. Away, I fay. [ Puſhing him out. 

Clar. Is he gone? What a Wretch it is! he never 
was quite ſuch a Beaſt before. 

Flip. Poor Mortal, his Money's finely laid out truly. 

Clar. I ſuppoſe there may have been much ſuch ano- 
ther Scene witoin between Araminta and my Dear : 
But I left him fo inſupportably brisk, 'tis impoſſible he 
can have parted with any Money: I'm afraid Braſs has 
not ſucceeded as thou haſt done, Flippanta. 

Flip. By my Faith but he has, and better too; he 
2 his bumble Duty to Araminta, and has ſent 

er — this, {Shewing the Note. 

Clar. A Bill from my Love for two hundred and 
fifty Pounds. The Monſter! he wou'd not part with 
ten to ſaye his lawful Wife from everlaſting Toney. | 

D 4 Flip. 
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Flip. Never complain of his Avarice, Madam, as long 
as you have his Money. 

Clar. But is not he a Beaſt, Flippanta? methinks the 
Reſtitution look'd better by half. 

Flip. Madam, the Man's Beaſt enough, that's cer- 
tain; but which way will you go to receive his beaftly 
Money, for | muſt not appear withhis Note? 

Clar. That's true; why ſend for Mrs. Amlet; that's 
a mighty uſeful Woman, that Mrs, Amlet. 

Flip. Marry is ſhe; we ſhou'd have been baſely 
puzz'ed how to diſpoſe of the Necklace without her, 
'twou'd have been dangerous offering it to Sale. 

Clar. It wou'd ſo, for I know your Maſter has 


been laying out for't amongſt the Goldſmiths, But 


I ſtay here too long, I muſt in and coquet it a little 
more to my Lover, Araminta will get Ground on me 


elle. Exit Clatiſſa. 
Flip. And I'll go ſend for Mrs. Amlet. 


[Exit Flippanta, 
SCENE open,. 


Ar:minta, Corinna, Gripe, and Moneytrap at 4 Tea- 


Table, very gay and laughing. Clariſſa comes in to'em. 


Omnes, Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Mon. Mighty well, O mighty well indeed! 

Clar. Save you, ſave you good Folks, you are all in 
rare Humour methinks. 

; Gripe. Why, what ſhou'd we be otherwiſe for, Ma- 
am ? 

Clay. Nay, I don't know, not I, my Dear; but I 
han't had the happineſs of ſeeing you ſo ſince our 
Honey Moon was over, I think. 

Gripe. Why to tell you the truth, my Dear, tis the 
Joy of ſeeing you at Home; [ Tiſſes her.] You ſee 
what Charms you have, when you are pleaſed to make 
aſe of em. 


Aram. Very gallant truly. 


Clar, 


OB GH 75 — © — 9 — 


Lad 


AQ ow 


The CONFEDERACY. 87. 


Clar. Nay, and what's more, you muſt know, he“ 
never to be otherwiſe henceforwards; we have come 
to an Apreement about ir, 

Mon. Why, here's my Love and I haye been upon 
juſt ſuch another Treaty too. 

Aram, Well, ſure there's ſome very peaceſul Star 
rules at preſent. Pray Heaven continue i:s Reign. 

Mon. Pray do you continue its Reign, you Ladies, 
for 'tis all in your power.  [Learing at Clariſſa. 

Gripe. My Neighbour Moneytrap ſays true, atleaſt I'll 
confeſs frankly [Ogling Araminta] tis in one Lady's 
power to make me the beſt-humour'd Man on Earth, 

Mon. And I'll anſwer for another, that has the ſame 
over me. [ Ogling Clariſſa, 

Clar, Tis mighty fine, Gentlemen, mighty civil 
Husbands indeed, 

Gripe, Nay, what I fay's true, and ſo true, that all 
Quarrels being now at an end, I am willing, it you 
pleaſe, to diſpenſe with all that fine Company we talk'd. 
of to-day, be content with the friendly Converſation 
of our two good Neighbours here, and ſpend all my. 
toying Hours alone with my ſweet Wife. 

Mon. Why, truly, I think now, if theſe good Wo- 
men pleas'd, we might make up the prettieſt little neigh- 
bourly Company, between our two Families, and ſet a 
defiance to all the impertinent People in the World. 

Clar. The Raſcals! | [ Aſide. 

Aram. Indeed I doubt you'd ſoon grow weary, if 
we grew fond. 

Gripe. Never, never, for our Wives have Wit, Neigh- 
bour, and that never palls. 

Clar. And our Husbands have Generoſity, Araminta, 
and that ſeldom palls, i 

Gripe. So, that's a wipe for me now, becauſe I dil 
not give her a New-year's Gift laſt time; but * 
and I'll think of ſome Tea-Cups for you, next Year. 

Mon, And perhaps I mayn't forget a Fan, or as good 
a thing ——— bum, Huſly. 

Clar. Well, upon theſe Encouragements, Araminta, 
we'll try how good we can be, 5 

D 5 Gripe. 
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Gripe. Well, this goes moſt rarely: Poor Moneytrap, 

he little thinks what makes his Wife ſo caly in his 
Company. { 4 

Mon, I can but pity poor Neighbour Gripe, Lard, 

Lard, what a Fool does bis Wife and I make of broke 

e. 

Clar, Are not theſe two wretched Rogues, 1 

[Aſide t Araminta. 

Aram. They are indeed. Aſede to Clariſſa. 

Enter Jeſſamin. 
Jeſſ. Sir, Here's Mr. Cim, the Goldſmith, deſires to 


fpeak with you. 
Gripe. Cods ſo, perhaps ſome News of your Neck- 
lace, my Dear. 
Clar. That would be News indeed. 
Gripe, Let him come in. 
Enter Mr. Clip. 
Gripe. Mfr. Clip your Servant, I'm glad to ſee you: 

How do you do? 

Clip. At your Service, Sir, very well. Your Servant, 
Madam. Gripe. | 

Clar. Horrid Fellow ! Aſide. 

Gripe. Well, Mr. Clip, no News yet of my Wife's 
"= wr; l | ſpeak with the 

Clip. If you pleaſe to let me ith you in 
Pe pon, I — ſomething to ſay to you. 

Gripe. Ay, with all my heart. Shut the Door after us. 

| They come forward, and the Scene ſhuts behind them. 

Well, any News: 

Clip. Look you, Sir, here's a Necklace brought me 
to ſell, at leaſt very like that you deſcrib'd to me. 

Gripe. Let's ſee't — Victoria the very fame, Ah 
my dear Mr. Clip, — | Kiſſes him. ] But who brought it 
you? you ſhould have ſeiz'd him. 

Clip. Twas a young Fellow that I know: I can't 
tell whether he may be guilty, tho' it's like enough. 
But he has only left it me now, to ſnew a Brother of 
our Trade, had will call upon me again preſently, 


SGripe. Wheedle him hither, dear Mr. Clip. Here's 
my Neighbour Moneytrap in the Houle; he's a Juſtice, 
Clip, 


and will commit him preſently. 
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Clip. Tis enough. 
Enter Braſs. 

Gripe. O, my Friend Braſs / | 

Braſs, Hold, Sir, I think that's a Gentleman I'm 
looking for. Mr. Clip, O your Servant; What, are 
you acquainted here? I have juſt been at your Shop. 

Clip. I only ſtept here to ſhew Mr. Gripe the Neck» 
lace you left. 

Braſs. Why, Sir, do you underſtand Jewels? {To 
Gripe. | I thought youonly dealt in Gold. But I ſmoak 
the Matter, hark you ———— a word in your Ear 
you are going to play the Gallant again, and 
make a Purchaſe on't for Araminta; ha, ha? 

Gripe. Where had you the Necklace? | | 
Braſs, Look you, don't trouble your ſelf about that; 
it's in Commiſſion with me, and 1 can help you to a 

Pennyworth on't. 

Gripe. A Penny worth on't, Villain? [Strikes at him. 

Braſs. Villain! a hey, a hey. Is't you or me, Mr, 
Clip, he's pleazs'd to compliment ? 

Clip, What do you think! on't, Sir? 

Braſs. Think on't, now the Devil fetch me if 1 know 
what to think on't. 

Gripe. You'll ſell a Pennyworth, Rogue! of a thirg 
you have ſtoln from me. 

Braſs. Stoln! pray, Sic —— what Wine have you 
drank to-day? It has a very merry effect upon you. 

Gripe, You Vilkin ; either give me an account how 
you ſtole it, or | 

Braſs. O ho, Sir, if you pleaſe, don't carry your 
Teſt too far, I don't underſtand hard words, I give you 
warning on't: If you han't a mind to buy the Neck- 
lace, you may let it alone, I know how to diſpoſe on't. 
What a Pox! 

Grite. O, you ſhan't have that trouble, Sir. Dear 
Mr. Clip, you may leave the Necklace here, I'll call 
at your Shop, and thank you for your Care, 

Clip. Sir, your humble Servant. (Going. 

Braſs. O ho, Mr. Clip, it you pleaſe, Sir, this won't 
do, { Stopping him.] 1 don't underſtand Rallery in ſuch 
Matters. Clip, 
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Clip. I leave it with Mr. Gripe, do you and he diſ- 


pute it, [ Exit Clip, 
Braſs. Ay, but'tis from you, by your leave, Sir, that 
Lexpect it. [ Going after him. 


Gripe. You expect, you Rogue, to make your eſcape, 
do you? But I have other Accounts beſides this, to 
make up with you. To be ſure the Dog has cheated 
me of two hundred and fifty Pound. Come, Villain, 

ive me an Account of 

Braſs. Account of! 
of my Necklace, or I'll make ſuch a Noiſe in your 
Houſe, LI raiſe the Devil in't. 

Grip : Well ſaid, Courage. 

Braſs. Blood and Thunder, give it me, or 

Gr. pe. Come, huſh, be wiſe, and I'll make no Noiſe 
of this Affair. 

Braſs. You'll make no Noiſe! But I'll make a Noſe, 
and a. damn'd Noiſe too. O, don't think to — 

Gripe. I tell thee I will not hang thee. 

Braſs, But I tell you 1 will hang you, if you don't 
give me my Necklace. I will, rot me. 

Grape. Speak ſoftly, be wiſe; how came it thine? 
who gave it thee? 

Braſs. A Gentleman, a Friend of mine. 

Gripe. What's his Name? 

Fraſs, His Name! — I'm in ſuch a Paſſion I have 
forgot it. | 

Grite. Ah, brazen Rogue — thou haſt ſtole it from 
my Wiſe: tis the ſame the loſt ſix Weeks ago. 

Eraſs, This has not been in England a Month. 

Gripe, Youare a Son of a Whore. 

Braſs, Give me my Necklace. 

Gripe. Give me my two hundred and fifty Pound 
Note. 

Braſs. Yet I offer Peace: one word without P. ſſion. 
The Caſe ſtands thus, Either I'm out of my Wits, or 
you are out of yours: Now 'tis plain I am not out of 
my Wits, Frgo 

Gripe. My Bill, Hang-Dog, or I'il ſtrangle thee, 

[ They ſtruggle, 


braj:, 


Sir, give me an Account 
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Braſs. Murder, Murder ! 


Enter Clariſſa, Araminta, Corinna, Flippanta, 
and Moneytrap. 


Flip, What's the matter? What's the matter here ? 

Gripe, l' matter him. 

Clar. Who makes thee cry out thus, poor Braſs ? 

Braſs. Why, your Husband, Madam, he's in his Al- 
ticudes here. | 

Grite. Robber. 

1 Braſs. Here, he has cheated me of a Diamond Neck- 
ce. 

Cor, Who, Papa: Ah dear me! 

Clar. Pr'ythee what's the meaning of this great E- 
motion, my Dear ? | 

Gripe. The meaning is that ——1I'm quite out of 
breath this Son of a Whare has got your Neck- 
lace, that's. all. 

Clar. My Necklace! 

Gripe, That Birdlime there— ſtole it. 

Clar. Impoſſible ! 

Braſs. Madam, you ſee Maſter's a little — touch'd; 
that's all, Twenty Ounces of Blood let looſe, wou'd 
ſer all right again, 

Gripe, Here, call a Conſtable preſently, Neighbour 
Moneytrap, vou'll commit him. 

Braſs. D'ye hear? d'ye hear? See how wild he 
looks: how his Eyes roll in his Head: tye him down, 
or he'll do ſome miſchief or other. 

Gripe. Let me come at bim. 

Clar, Hold — pr'ythee, my Dear, reduce things to 
a little Temperance, and let us coolly into the Secret 
of this diſagreeable Rupture, 

Gripe. Well then, without P.ſſion: Why, you muſt 
know, {but I'll have bim hang'd) you muſt know that 
he came to Mr. Clo. to Mr. Clip the Dog did—with 
a Necklace to ſell; ſo Mr. Clip having notice before that 
(can you deny this, Sirrah?) that you had Joſt yours, 
brings it to me, Look at it here, do you know it a- 
gain? Ah you Traitor, [To Braſs, 

Braſs. 
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Braſs. He makes me mad. Here's an appearanceof 
ſomething now to the Company, and yet nothing in't 


in the bottom. 
Enter Conſtable, 


Clar. Flippanta ! [ Aſide to Flippanta, ſhewing the 
Necklace.] 


Flip. Tis it, Faith; here's ſome Myſtery in this, We 


muſt look about us. 
Clar. The ſafeſt way is point blank to diſown the 


Necklace. 
Flip. Right, ſtick to that, 


Gripe. Well, Madam, do you know your old Ac- 


quaintance, ha ? 

Clar. Why, truly, my Dear, tho' (as you may all 
imagine) I ſhou'd be very glad to recover ſo valuable a 
thing as my Necklace, yet 1 muſt be juſt to all the 
World, this Necklace is not mine. 

Braſs, Huzza —— here Conſtable, do your Duty; 
Me. Juſtice, I demand my Necklace, and Satisfaction 
of him. 

Gripe. I'll die before I part with it, I'll keep it, and 
have him hang'd. 

Glar. But be a little calm, my Dear, do my Bird, 
and then thoul't be able to judge rightly of things. 
pe. O good lack, O good lack. 
Clar. No, Tor don't give to Fury and Intereſt 
both, either of emare Paſſions firong enough to lead a 
wiſe Man out of the way. The Necklace not being 
really mine, give it the Man again, and come drink 
a Diſh of Tes. 

Braſs. Ay, Madam ſays right. 

2 Oons, if 3 our addle Head don't 


know your own Jewels, I with my ſolid one do. And 


if part with it, may Famine be my Portion. 
Clar, But don't ſwear and curſe thy ſelf at this fear- 
ful rate; don't my Dove: Be temperate in your Words, 
and juſt in all your Actions, 'twill bring a Blefling upon 
you and your Family. 
Gripe. Bring Thunder and Lightning upon me and 
wy Family, if I pact with my Necklace, 


Cl: 7 
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Clar. Why you'll have the Lightning burn your 


Houſe about your Ears, my Dear, if you go on in 


theſe Practices. 
Men. A moſt excellent Woman this! [Aſide. 
Enter Mrs. Amlet. 

Gripe. I'll keep my Necklace. 

Braſs, Will you ſa ? Then here comes one has a 
Title to it, if I han't ; let Dict bring himſelf off with her 
as he can. Mrs. Amiet, you are come ina very good 
time, you loft a Necklace t'other day, and who do you 
think has got it ? 

Aml. Marry that I know not, I wiſh I did. 


Braſs. Why then bere's Mr: Gripe has it, and (wears. 


'tis his Wife's, 
Gripe. And ſo 1 do, Sirrah — look bere, Miſtreſs, 
do you pretend this is yours ? 
Aml. Not for the round World I wou'd not fay it, 
I only kept it, to do Madam a ſmall Courteſy, that's all, 
Clar. Ah, Flippanta, all will out now. 
[ 4fide to Flip. 
Gripe. Courteſy ! what Courteſy ? 
Aml. A little Money only that Madam had preſent 
need of, pleaſe to pay me that, and I demand no more. 
Braſs. So here's freſh Game, I have ſtarted a new 
Hare, I find. [ Afrde, 
Gripe. How Forfooth, is this true? To Clariſſa. 
Clay. You are in a Humour at preſent, Love, to 
14 any thing, ſo I won't take the pains to contra- 
ict it. 


Brat. This damn'd Necklace will ſpoil all our Af- 
fairs, this is Dick's luck again, { Afede. 
Gripe. Are you not aſham'd of theſe ways? Do you 


ſee how you are expos'd before your beſt Friends here ? 
don't you bluſh at it? 

Clar. I do bluſh, my Dear, but 'tis for you, that 
here it ſhou'd appear to the World, you keep me ſo 
bare of _— I'm NA. pawn my 

ripe. ent wife! 

n Rang his Hand to 2 


| 
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Clar. Softly, Chicken; you might have prevented all 
this by giving me the two hundred and fifty Pound, 
you ſent to Araminta e'en now. 

Braſs. You ſee, Sir, I deliver'd your Note: How I 
have been abus'd to-day ! 

Gripe. I'm betray'd — Jades on both ſides, I ſee 
that. [ Aſide. 

Mon, But Madam, Madam, is this true I hear? 
Have you taken a Preſent of two hundred and fifty 
Pound ? Pray what were you toreturn for theſe Pounds, 
Madam, ha ? 

Aram. Nothing, my Dear, I only took 'em to re- 
imburſe you of about the ſame Sum you ſent to Clariſſa, 

Mon. Hum, hum, hum. 

Gripe. How, Gentlewoman, did you receive Money 
from him ? 

Clar. O, my Dear, twas only in Jeſt, I knew you'd 
give it again to his Wife, 

Aml. But amongſt all this Tintamar, I don't hear a 
word of my hundred Pounds, Is it Madam will pay 
me, or Maſter ? 

Gripe. I pay? The Devil ſhall pay. 

Clar. Look you, my Dear, Malice apart, pay Mrs, 
Amlet her Money and I'll forgive you the Wrong you 
intended my Bed with Araminta: Am not I a good 
Wife now ? 

Gripe, I burſt with Rage, and will get rid of this 
Nooſe, tho' I tuck my ſelf up in another. 

Mon, Nay, pray, g'en tuck me up with you. : 

[Ex. Mon. and Gripe 

Clar. & Aram. B'y, Dearies. 


Enter Dick. 


Cor, Look, look, Flippanta, here's the Colonel come 
at laſt, 


i Dick, Ladies, I ask your pardon, I have ſtay d ſo long, 
ut | 

Aml, Ah Rogue's Face, have I got thee, old Good- 
for-nought ? Sirrah, Sirrah, do you think to amuſe me 
with your Marriages, and your great Fortunes ? Twp 


3 


*. 
7 


A vr 


— 


r 


222 


The CONFEDERACY, 89 
haſt play'd me a rare prank, by my Conſcience, Why 


you ungracious Raſcal. what do you think will be the 


end of all this? Now Heaven forgive me, but I have 
a great mind to my thee for't. 
Cor. She talks to him very familiarly, Flippanta. 
Flip. So methinks, by my Faith. 
Braſs. Now the Rogue's Star is making an end of 


him, | [ Aſide, 
Dick. What ſhall I do with her? 8 
Aml. Do but look at him, my Dames, he has the 


Countenance of a Cherubim, but he's a Rogue in his 
Heart, | 

Clar. What is the meaning of all this, Mrs. Amlet? 

Aml. The meaning, — lack! Why this all- to-be 
powder'd Raſcal here, is my Son, an't pleaſe you; ha, 
Graceleſs? Now Ill make you own your Mother, 
Vermine. 

Clar. What, the Colonel your Son ? 

Aml. Tis Dick, Madam, that Rogue Dick, I have 
ſo often told you of, with Tears trickling down my 
old Cheeks. 

Aram. The Woman's mad, it can never be, 

Aml. Speak, Rogue, am I not thy Mother, ha? Did 
I not bring thee forth? ſay then. | 

Dick. What will you have me ſay? you had a mind 
to ruin me, and you have don't; wou'd you do any 
more ? 

Clar. Then, Sir, you are Son to good Mrs, Amlet ? 

Aram. And haye had the Aſſurance to put upon us 
all this while? 

Flip. And the Confidence to think of marrying Co- 
rinna. 

Braſs. And the Impudence to hire me for your Ser- 
vant, who am as well born as your ſelf. 

Clar. Indeed I think he ſhou'd be corrected. 

Aram. Indeed I think he deſerves to be cudgell'd. 

Flip. Indeed I think he might be pumpr. 

Eraſs. Indeed 1 think he will be hang'd. 

Ami, Good lack-a-day, Good lack a-day ! there's no 
need to be ſo ſmart upon him neither: If he is not 

a 
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a Gentleman, he's a Gentleman's Fellow. Come hi- 
ther, Dick, they ſhan't run thee down neither : Cock 
up thy Hat Dick, and tell them tho' Mrs. Amlet is thy 
Mother, ſhe can make thee amends, with 1coo0 good 
Pounds to buy thee ſome Lands, and build thee a Houſe 
in the midſt on't. 
Omnes, How ! 
Clar. Ten thouſand Pounds, Mrs. Amlet? 
Aml. Yes forſooth; tho' I ſhou'd loſe the hundred, 
you pawn'd your Necklace for. Tell 'em of that, Dick. 
Cor, Look you, Flippanta, I can hold no longer, and 
I hate to ſee the young Man abus'd. And ſo, Sir, if you 
leaſe, I'm your Friend and Servant, and what's mine 
yours; and when our Eſtates are put together, I 
don't doubt but we ſhall do as well as the beſt of 'em. 
Dick, Say'ſt thou ſo, my little Queen? Why then 
if dear Mother will give us her Bleſſing, the Parſon 
mall give us a Tack, We'll get her a ſcore of Grand- 
children, and a merry Houſe we'll make her. 
| [They kneel to Mrs. Amlet. 
Aml. Ah —— ha, ha. ha, ha, the pretty Pair, the 
pretty Pair! riſe my Chickens, riſe, riſe and face the 
roudeſt of them And if Mid un does not deign to give 
er Conſent, a Fig for her, Dice — Why how now: 
Clar. Pray, Mrs. Amlet, don't be in a Paſſion, the 
Girl is my Husbend's Girl, and if you can have his Con- 
fent, upon my word you ſhall have mine, for any thing 
belongs to him. 


Flip. Then all's Peace again, but we have been more 
lucky than wiſe. 

Aram. And I ſuppoſe, for us, Clariſſa, we are to 
go on with our Dears, as we us'd to ds. 

Clar, Juſt in the ſame TraR, for this late Treaty of 
Agreement with 'em, was ſo unnatural, you ſee it cou'd 
not hold. But 'tis juſt as well wich us, as it it had. 
Well, tis a ſtrange Fate, good Folks, But while 


yon live, eyery thing gets well out of a Broil, but a 
Husband. 
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PRO LO G UE, 


| Spoken by Capt. Griſſia. 


O dread Reformers of an impions Age, 
v. awful Cat-a-nine Tails to the Stage, 


This once be juſt, and in our Cauſe engage. 

To gain your Favour, we your Rules obey, 

And treat you with a moral Piece to-day , 

So moral, we're afraid "twill damn the Play. 

For tho y'ave long been leagu d (as People tell) 

I"reduce the Power exorbitant of Hell; 

No Troops you ſend, t'abate it in this Field, 

But leave us ſtill expo; d, to flarve or yield. 

Your Scouts indeed ſometimes come ſtealing in, 

T* obſerve this formidable Camp of Sin, 

And whiſper, if we'll piauſiy declare, 

What Aids you then wall to help us thro' the War. 
To this we anſwer, We're a feeble State, 

And cannot well afford to love or hate, 

So ſhou d net meddle much in your Debate. 

But ſince your Cauſe is good, thus far we'll go, 

When Portugal declares, we'll do ſo too. 

Our Caſes, as we think, are much alike, 

And on the ſame Conditions we ſhou'd ftrike , 

Send to their Aid a hundred Men of War, 

To ours a hundred Squadrons of :he Fair; | 

Rig out your Wives and Daughters all around, 

(mean Wh'are fit for Service, tight and ſound) | 

Ad for a Proof our Meaning is ſincere, 

Ser but the Ships are good, and if you fear 8 

A Want of Equipage, we'll man them here. 


PROLOGUE. 


Theſe are the Terms, on which you may engage | 
The Poet's Fire, to batter from the Stage. f 
Uſeſul Alley ! whoſe Friendſhip let's you in 
Upon the weak and naked Side of Sin; 

Againſt your old Attack, the Foe's prepar'd, 

Well fortify'd, and always on his Guard; 

The ſacred Shot you ſend are flung in vain ; 
By impious Hands with inſolent Diſdain, 8 
They're gat herd up, and fir'd at you again, 

Thro' . ee Toils, and unſucceſsful Cares, 

In Slaughter, Blood and Wounds, and pious Snares, 
rave made a Flanders War tbeſe ſt en hundred Years, 


Change then your Scheme, if you'll your Foe annoy, 
And the infernal Bajazet deſtroy : 


Our aid * 
We'ave gentler Stratagems which may ſucceed; 
We'll tickle 'em, where you wou'd make 'em bleed : 


In ſofter Strains the evil Spirit lay, 
And ſteal their Immorality away. 


In Sounds leſs harſh we'll teach em to obey ; $ | 


E PI- 


SS 


. 


E PI L O GV E. 


Spoke by Mrs. Oldfield. 


W H 7 T ſay you, Sirs, d'ye think my Lady'll 

"ſcape ? 

'Tis ev liſh hard to fland a Fav rite's Rape, 
Sbon 4 Guzman, like Don John, break in upon her, 
For ail her Virtue, Heaven! have mercy on her: 
Her Strength, (doubt, 's in his lrreſolution, 
There's wondrous Charms in vig rous Execution. 
Indeed you Men ar? Fools, you won't velieve 
What ireadful things we Women can forgive: 

I know but one e never do paſs by, 

And that you flague us with eternally ; 
When i. er c urtly Fears 10 diſoblize, 

You won't attac“ the Town which you beſiege: 
Your Guns areli ht, and planted out of reach: 
D' ye think with Biiletdoux to make a Breach ? 

"Tis Small-Shor all, and not a Stone will fly : 2 
Malls fall by Cannon, and by firing meh : 

In ſluggiſh dull blockades you keep the Field, 

And ſtarve us ere we can with Honour yield. 

In ſhort —— 

We can't receive thoſe Terms you gently tender, 

But ſtorm, and we can anſwer our Surrender. 


* 


— Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Don Felix, a Gentleman of Valencia, Capt. Griffin, 
Don Pedro, Mr. Wilks. 
Don Guzman, Lovers of Leonora. cf Mr. Mills, 
Don John, Mr. Cibber. 


Lopez, Servant to Don John. Mr. Pinkethman, 
Galindo, Servant to Don Guzman Mr. Bullock, 


WOMEN, 
Leonora, Daughter to Don Felix. Mrs. Rogers. 
Iſabella, her Friend, and Siſter to es Hs. 
Guzman. 
Yacinia, Woman to Leonora. Mrs, Oldfield, 


SCENE, at Valencia. 


6 


ACT L SCENEL 
SCENE, Don John's Lodgings. 


Enter Don John beating Lopez. 


L022; 


P OLD, Sir, hold; there's enough in all 
ay Conſcience; I'm reaſonable, I ask no 
more; I'm content. 

Don John. Then there's a double Con- 
tent, you Dog, and a Brace of Contents 
more into the Bargain, Now is't well? 

[ Striking again and again. 
Top. O mighty well, Sir, you'll never mend it; 
pray leave it as tts. 
Don John. Look you, you Jackanapes, if ever] hear 
an Offer at your impertinent Advice again —— 


Lop, und why, Sir, wil! you ſtifle the moſt uſeful 
of my Qualifications ? 
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Don John. Either, Sirrah, I paſs for a very great 
Blockhead with you, or you are pleas'd to reckon 
much upon my Patience. 

Lop. Your Patience, Sir, indeed is great ; I feel at 
this time forty Proofs on't upon my Shoulders : But 
really, Sir, I wou'd adviſe you to 

Don John. Again! I can bear thee no longer, Here 
Pen and Ink, I'll give thee thy Diſcharge : Did I take 
you for a Valet, or a Privy-Counſellor, Sir ? 

Lop Tis contels'd, Sir, you took me but for humble 
Employment; but my Intention was agreeably to ſur- 

rize you with ſome ſuperior Gifts of Nature, to your 
aithſul Slave. 1 profeſs, my noble Maſter, a moſt per- 
fect Knowledge of Men and Manners. Yours, gracious 
Sir, (with all reſpect I ſpeak it) are not irreprehenſible. 
And I'm afraid in time, Sir, I am indeed, they'll ri 
you into ſome ill-favour'd Affair, whence with al my 
Underſtanding 1 ſhall be puzzled to bring you off. 

Don John, Very well, Sir. 

Lop. And therefore, Sir, it is, that I (poor Lopez as 
Iam) ſometimes take leave to moralize. 

Don John. Go, go, moralize in the Market-Place : 
I'm quite worn out. Once more, march. 

Lop. Is the Sentence definitive ? 

Don John. Poſitive. 

Lop. Then pray let us come to account, and fee 
what Wages are due, 

Don Jehn. Wages! Refund what you have had, you 
Raſcal you, for the plague you have given me. 

Lop. Nay, if I muſt Joſe my Money, then let me 
claim another Right; Loſers ſhave leave to ſpeak. 
Therefore advance, my Tongue, and ſay thy Plealure 
tell this Maſter of mine, he ſhou'd die, with ſhame at 
the Life he leads: ſo much unworthy of a Man of 
Honour: Tell hi 

Don John. I'll hear no more. 

Lop. You ſnall indeed, Sir. 

Don John. Here, take thy Money, and be gone. 

Lot. Counters all; adieu you gliſtering Spangles of 
me World; farewel ye Tempters of the Great; not 
mac. Tell him — Don 
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Don John. Stay. 

Lop, Go on; tell him he's worſe among the Women 
than a Ferret among the Rabbits ; at one and all,. 
from the Princeſs to the Tripe-Woman; handſome, 
ugly, old Women and Children, all go down. 

Dan John. Very well. 

Lop. It is indeed, Sir, and ſo are the Stories you tell 
them to bring them to your matters, The Handſome, 
ſhe's all Divinity to be ſure; the Ugly, ſhe's ſo agreea- 
ble, were it not for her Virtue, ſhe'd be over-run with 
Lovers ; the light airy Flipflap, ſhe kills him with her 
Motions ; the dull heevy-eail'd Maukin melts him down 
with her Modeſty; the ſcragged lean pale Face has a 
Shape for Deſtruction, the 5 over-grown Sow has an 
Air of Importance; the tall aukward Trapes with her 
Majeſty wounds ; the little ſhort Trundle-tail ſhoots a 
Je-ne-ſcay quoy : In à word, they have all ſomething 
for him—— and he has ſomething for them 21]. 

Don John. And thus, you Fool, by a general At- 
tack, I keep my Heart my own; lie with them that 
like me, and care not ſix Pence for them that don't. 

Top. Well ſaid, well ſaid, a very pretty Amuſement 
truly! But pray, Sir, by your leave (Ceremony aſide) 
ſince you are pleas'd to clear up into Converſation, 
what mighty matters do. you expect from boarding a 
Woman you know is already Heart and Soul engag'd 
to another ? 

Don John, Why I expect her Heart and Soul ſhou'd 
diſengage in a Week, If you live a little longer with 
me, Sirrah, you'll know how to inſtruct your next Ma- 


. Rer to the purpoſe : And therefore that L may chari- 


tably equip you for a new Service, now I'm turning 
you out of 'my own, I'll let you know, that when a 
Woman loves a Man beſt, ſhe's in the moſt hopeful 
way of betraying him; for Love, like Fortune, turns 
2 a Wheel, and is very much given to riſing and 

ing. 

Lo. Like enough : But as much upon the Weather- 
cock as the Ladies are, there are ſomethe Wind muſt 
blow hard to fetch them about: When ſuch a ſturd 
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Huſſy falls in your Honour's way, what account may 
things turn to then, a'nt pleaſe ye? 

Don John. They turn to a Bottle, you Puppy. 

Lop. I find they'll always turn to ſomething ; but 
when you purſuea poor Woman only to make her Lo- 
ver jealous, what Pleaſure can you take in that ? 

Don Fohn, That Pleaſure. 

Lop. Look you there again. 

Don John. Why, Sirrah, d'you think there's no 
Pleaſure in ſpoiling their Sport, when I can't make 
my own? 

Lop, O! to a good-natur'd Man, beſure there muſt ; 
but ſuppoſe, inſtead of fending and proving with his 
Miſtreſs, he ſhou'd come to a parrying and 
thruſting with you ; what becomes of your Joy then, 
my nobie Maſter ? 

Don Jehn, Why do you think I'm afraid to fight, 
you Raſcal? 

Lop. I thought we were talking of what we lov'd, 
not what we fear'd, Sir. 

Don John. Sir, I love every thing that leads to what 
I love moſt. 

Lop. 1 know, Sir, you have often fought upon theſe 
Occaſions. 

Don John. Therefore that has been no ſtop to my 
Pleaſures. 

Lop. But you have never been kill'd once, Sir; and 
_— that happens, you will for ever loſe the Pleaſure 
O 

Don John. [ſtriking him] Breaking your Head, you 
Raſcal, which will afflict me heartily, See who knocks 
ſo hard. [ Kzocking. 
Top. Somebody that thinks I can hear no better, than 

you think I can feel. 
Enter Don Guzman, 
Don Guz. Don Jobs de Alvarada, is he here? 
Lop. There's the Man. Shew me ſuch another if you 


can find him. [ Aſide. 
Don Gaz, Don John, I deſire to ſpeak with you 
e. 


Don 
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Don John. You may ſpeak before this Fellow, Sir, 


he's truſty. 

Don Gunz. Tis an Affair of Honour, Sir. 

Don John, Withdraw, Lopes. 

Lop. Behind the Door I will, and no farther. [ Aſide.] 
This Fellow looks as if he came to ſave mea broken 
Head. [ Lop. retires. 

Don G#uz, I call my ſelf Don Guzman de Torrellas, 
you know what Blood I ſpring from; I am a Cadet, 
and by conſequence not rich; but I am eſteem'd by 
Men of Honour: I have been forward to expoſe my 
ſelf in Battles abroad, and I have met with Applauſe 
in our Feaſts at home. 

Lop. So much by way of Introduction. [ Aſide. 

Don Fehn. 1 underſtand your Merit, Sir, and ſhou'd 
be gladto do as much by your Buſineſs, 

Don Guz. Give attention, and you'll be inſtructed. 
I love Leonora, and from my Youth have done ſo. 
Long ſhe rejected my Sighs, and deſpiſed my Tears, but 
my Conſtancy at laſt has vanquiſh'd, I have found the 
way to her Heart, and nothing is wanting to compleat 
my Joy, but the Conſent of her Father, whom I can- 
not yet convince, that the Wants in my Fortune are 
yecompens'd by the Merits of my Perſon, 

Top. He's a very dull Fellow indeed. [Aſide. 

Don Guz. In the mean while the Object of my 
Vows is a Sharer in my Grief, and the only Cordial 
we have is the Pleaſure of a ſecret Converſation, thro' 
a ſmall Breach I have made in a thin Partition that 
divides our Lodgings. I truſt you, Don John, with 
this important Secret; Friend or Enemy, you are no- 
ble, therefore keep it, I charge your Honour with 
It, 

Lop. You cou'd not put it in better hands, 7 
Don Guz. But more, my Paſſion for this Lady is 
not hid; all Valencia is acquainted with my Wiſhes, 
and approyes my Choice. You alone, Don John de 
Alvarada, ſeeming ignorant of my Vows, dare tra- 
verſe my Amour, | 

Don John. Go on. 


E 4 Lop! 


104 The FALSE FRIEND. 


Top. Theſe words import War; lie cloſe, * 
Afids; 

Don Guz. You are the Argus of our Street, 1 the 
Spy of Leonora; whether Diana, by her borrow'd Light, 
ſupplies the abſence of the Aſtrea of Day, or that the 
Shades of Night cover the Earth with impenetrable 
Darkneſs ; you ſtill attend till Aurora's Return, under 
the Balcony of that adorable Beauty: 

Don John. Sor 

Den Gaz. Where-ever ſhe moves, you ſtill follow as 
her ſhadow, at Church, at Plays: be her buſineſs with 
Heaven or Earth, your Importunity is ſuch, you'll ſhare it. 

Lop. He is a forward Fellow, that's the truth te 

A (1; 8 

Don Gux. But what's ſtill farther, you take the liberty 
to copy me; my Words, my Actions, every Motion is 
no ſooner mine, but yours: In ſhort, you ape me, Don; 
and to that point, I once deſign'd to ſta my ſelf, and 
try if you wou'd follow mein that too. 

Lop.N , there the Monkey wou'd have left you. Aſide. 

Don Guz. But to conclude. 

Don John. 'Tis time. 

Don Guz. My Patience, Don, is now no more; and 
I pronounce, that if henceforth I find you under Leg- 
nora's Window, who never wiſh'd, fond Man, to ſee 
you there, I by the ways of Honour ſhall fix you in 
another ſtation. I leave you to conſider on't. Far- 
wel. Exit Don Gux. 

Don John. Hold, Sir, we had e'en as good do this 
honourable Deed now. 

Re-enter Lopez, 

Lop. No, pray, Sir, let him go, and may be .yoy 
mayn't have occaſion it do it at all. 

Don John. I thought at firſt the Coxcomb came 
upon another Subject, which wou'd have embaraſs'd 
me much more. 

Lop. Now this was a Subject would have embaraſs'd 
me enough in all conſcience. | 

Don John. I was afraid he came to forbid me ſeeing 
kis Siſter 7/abella, with whom I'm upon very good Terms. 
Top. 


_ — 
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Lop. Why now that's a hard Caſe, when you have 
got a Man's Siſter, you can't leave him his Miſtreſs, 

Don John. No, Changeling, I hate him enough, to 
love every Woman that belongs to him: and the Fool 
has ſo proyok'd me by this threatning, that I believe I 
ſhall have a Stroke at his Mother, before I think my 
ſelf even with him. | 

Lop. A moſt admirable way to make up Accounts 
truly ! 

Boa John. A Son of a Whore! «death, I did not 
care ſixpence for the Slut before, but now 1'll have 
her Maidenhead ina Week, for fear the Rogue fhou'd 
marry her in ten Days. by 

Top. Mum; here's her Father: III warrant this old 
Spark comes to correct our way of living too. 

Enter Don Felix. 

Don Fel. Don John / 

Don John. Don Felix, do I ſee you in my poor 
Dwelling ? Pray, to what lucky Accident do 1 owe 
this Honour? | 

Don Fel, That I may ſpeak to you without con- 
ſtraint, pray ſend _ your Servant. 

Lop. What the Pox have I done to 'em, they are all 
ſo uneaſy at my Company ? [ Aſede. 
Don John. Give us Chairs, and leave the Room. 

Lop. If this old Fellow comes to quarrel with us too; 
he'll at leaſt do us leſs harm. [ Aſide, 

Don Fel. Won't you retire, Friend? | Looking behing. 

Don John. Be gone, Sirrah. 

Lop. [| Aſide] Pox take ye you old Prig you: 
But 1 ſhall be even with you. [ Lopez hides himſelf. 

Don Fel. You know me, Sir? 

Don John. I do, Sir.. 

Don Fel. That I call my ſelf —— 

Don John. Don Felix. 

Don Fel. That I am of the Houſe of. 

Don John Cabrera, one of the firſt of Valencia, 

Don Fel. That my Eſtate is — —— 

Don Fohn. Great. 
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Don Fel. You know that I have ſome Reputation in 
the World. + 
Don John. I know your Reputation equals your Birth. 
Don Fel. And you are not ignorant, that Heav'n for 
the Conſolation of my gray Hairs has given me an 
only Daughter, who is not deform'd. 
Don Fehn. Beauteous as Light. ; 
Don Fel. Well ſhap'd, witty, and endow'd with— 
Don John. All the good Qualities of Mind and Body. 
Don Fel. Since you are ſatisfy'd with all this, hearken, 
I pray, withattention, to the Buſineſs that brings me 
kither 


Don John. I ſhall. 

Don Fel. We all know, Don John, fome by their 
own experience, ſome by that of others, how nice a 
Gentleman's Honour is, and how eaſily tarniſh'd ; an 
Eclaiteiſſement manag'd with prudence, often prevents 
Misfortunes that perhaps might be upon the point of 
attending us. I have thought it my Duty to acquaint 
you, that I have ſeen your Deſigns upon my Daughter : 
You paſs Nights entire under her Window,as if you were 
ſearching an opportunity to get into my Houſe ; there is 
no body in the Town but has taken notice of your pro- 
ceedings; you give the Publick a Subject for diſadvan- 
tageous Diſcourſe; and tho” in reality Leoncra's Virtue 
receives no prejudice by it, her Reputation daily runs 
ſome riſque. My Years | Gi taught me to judge right of 
Things : and yet 1 have not been able to decide what 
your end can be zyou can't regard my Daughter on a foot 
ot Gallantry, you know her Virtue, and my Birth too 
well; and for a Wife you ſeem to have no thought, ſince 
you have yet made no demand to me : what then is 
your Intention? You have heard perhaps, I have 

earken'd to a Gentleman of Toledo, a Man of Merit. I 
own I have, and Texpe&t him daily here; but, Don 
John, if 'tis that which hinders you from declaring in 
form, I'll eaſe you of a great deal of trouble, which the 
Cuſtoms of the world impoſe upon theſe occaſions, and, 
in a word, I'll break with him, and give you Leonora. 

Lop. Good. | [ Aſide; 

Don 
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Don Fel. You don't anſwer me! what is't that trou- 
bles you? 

Don John, That I have been ſuch a Sot, old Gentle- 
man, to hear you with ſo much Patience, [Riſing. 

Don Fel. How, Don! I'm more aſtoniſh'd at your 
Anſwer, than I was with your Silence, 

Don John, Aſtoniſh'd ! Why han't you talk'd to me 
of Marriage? He asks me to marry, and wonders 
what I complain of! 

Don Fel. Tis well —— 'tis well, Don Jchn, the 
Outrage is violent! You inſult me in your own Houſe. 
But know, Sir — [ Riſing. 

Don John. But know, Sir, there needs no Quarrel, 
if you pleaſe, Sir; I like your Daughter very well; 
but for marying her —— Serviteur. 

Don Fel. Don Guzman de Torrellas has not leſs Me- 
rit than you, Don, 

Don John. Agreed; what then? 

Don Fel, And yet I have refus'd him my Daughter. 

Don John. Why then you have uſed him better than 
you have done me, which I take very unkindly. 

Don Fel. I have us'd you, Sir 

Don John. Us'd me, Sir! you have uſed me very 
ill, to come into my own Houſe to ſeduce me. 

Don Fel, What Extravagance ! 

Don John. What Perſecution ! 

Don Fel. Am I then to have no other Anſwer ? 

Don John. Methinks you have enough in all Con- 
ſcience. 

Don Fel. Promiſe me at leaſt, you'll ceaſe to love 
my Daughter. 

; WO John, I won't affront your Family ſo far nei- 
ther. 

Lop. I'gad my Maſter ſhines to-day. [Aſide. 

Don Fel. Know, Don, that I can bear no more. 

Lop. If he cou'd, I think there's no more to lay up- 
on him, [ Aſide. 

Don Fel. If I find you continue to importune Leo- 
nora, I ſhall find a way to fatisfy my offended Ho- 
nour, and puniſh your Preſumption. 1 

ä O 
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Don John. You ſhall do what you pleaſe to me, 
provided you don't marry me, ; 
Don Fel. Know, Alvarada, there are ways to re- 
yenge ſuch outrageous Affronts as theſe. 
Don John. I won't marry, | 
Don Fel. 'Tis enough. (Exit Don Fel, 
Re-enter Lopez. | 
Lop, So; the old Fellow's gone at laſt, and has car- 


ry'd great Content along with him. { Aſide. 
Don John. Lopez ! 
Lop. Sir —— 
Don John. What doſt think ? he wou'd haye mar- 
ry'd me! 


Lop. Yes, he had found his Man. But you have been 
eyen with him, 

Don John, What, thou haſt heard us then? 

Lop. Or I were no Valet: But pray what does your 
Honour intend todo now ? Will you continue the Siege 
of a. Place, where tis probable they will daily aug- 
ment the Fortifications, when there are ſo many open 
Towns you may march into without the trouble of o- 
pening the Trenches ? 

Don John. I am going, Lopez, to double my At- 
tacks: Il beat up ber Quarters fix times a-night, L 
am now down-right in love; the Difficulties pique me 
to the Attempt, and I'Il conquer or Ill die. 

Lop. Why to confeſs the Truth, Sir, I find you much 
upon my taſte in this matter; Difficulties are the Ro- 
combolle of Love, I never valu'd an eaſy Conqueſt 
in my life. To rouſe my Fire, the Lady muſt cry 
out (as oy as ever the can) Have a care my Dear, 
my Mother has ſeen us; my Brothers ſuſpe& me; my 
Husband may ſurprizeus: O, dear Heart, have a care, 
I pray! Then I play the Devil: But when I come to 
a Fair-one, where I may hang up my Cloke upon a 
Peg, get into my Gown and Slippers — 

Don John, Impudent Rogue ! [Aſide. 

Lop. See her ſtretch'd upon the Couch in great ſecu- 
rity, with —— my Dear, come kiſs me, we haye no- 
thing to fear; I droop, I yawn, I ſleep. 


Don. 
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Don John. Well, Sir, whatever you do with your 
Fair-one, I am going to be very buſy with mine; I 
was een almoſt weary of her, but Guzmar and this old 
Fellow have reviv'd my dying Fire; and ſo, have at her, 

Lop. Pis all mighty well, Sir, mighty well, Sir, as 
can be in the world. But if you wou'd haye the Good- 
neſs to conſider en paſſant, or ſo, a little now and then, 
about Swords and Daggers, and Rivals, and old Fellows, 
and Piſtols and great Guns, and ſuch like Baubles, on- 
ly now and then at leiſure, Sir, not to interrupt things 
of more Conſequence, 

Don John. Thou art a cowardly Raſcal, I haye of- 
ten conſider'd that. | 

Lop. Ay, that's true, Sir, and yet a Blunderbuſs is 
preſently diſcharged out of a Garret- Window, 

Don Johr. Come, no more words; but follow mee 
How now! what Impertinence have we here now to 
ſtop me? 


Enter Don Pedro. 

Lop. Tis Don Pedro, or Im a Dog. 

Don John. Impoſſible! Don Pedro return'd! 

Don Ped, Tis I, my deareſt Friend; I'm come to 
foget all the Miſeries of a long Abſence, in one hap? 

Embrace. [ They embrace; 

Don John. I'm over-joy'd to ſee you. 

Don Ped. Mine's not to be expreft, What, Friend 
Lopez here ſtill! How doſt do Lopez? What, doſt not 
know me ? 

Lop, As well as my Father's Seal, Sir, when he ſends 
me a Bill of Exchange. 

Don Ped. Juſt as he was, I find, Galliard till. 

Lop. I find it very unwholeſom to be otherwiſe, Sir. 

Don John. You have then quitted the Service in 
Flanders, I ſuppoſe. 

Don Ped. I have ſo, Friend; I have left the Enſigns 
of Mars, and am lifting my ſelf in a ſofter Militia, 

Don Jehn. Explain, pray. - 

Don Ped. Why, when your Father's Death oblig'd 
you to leave Bruſſels, and return hither to the plentiful” 
Fortune he. left you; I ſtaid in Flanders, very triſt for 

your” 
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your loſs, and paſt three years in the Trade of Var. 
About two Months ſince, my Father writ to me from 
Toledo, that he was going to marry me very advanta- 
2 at Valencia: He ſent me the Picture of the 

dy, and I was ſo well pleaſed with it, that I im- 
mediately got my Conge, and embark'd at Dunkirk 
1 had a quick Paſſage to the Groyne, from whence, by 
the way of Madrid, I am come hither with all the 
ſpeed I cou d. 

I have, you muſt know, been two days in Town, but 
I have lain Incognito, that I might inform my ſelf of the 
Lady's Conduct I'm to marry; and I have diſcover'd, 
that ſhe's ſerv'd by two Cavaliers of Birth and Merit. 
But tho' they have both given many proofs of a moſt 
violent Paſſion, 1 have found for the quiet of my Ho- 
nour, that this yirtuous Lady, out of Modeſty or Pru- 
dence, has ſhewn a perfe& Indifference to them and their 
Gallantries; her Fortune is conſiderable, her Birth is 
high, her Manners irreproachable, and her Beauty ſo 
great, that nothing but my Love can equal it. 

Don John. I have hearken'd to you, Don Pedro, 
with a great deal of attention, and Heaven's my Wit- 
neſs, I have a mighty Joy in ſeeing you; but the De- 
vil fetch me, it makes my Heart bleed to hear you are 
going to be married. 

Don Ped. Say no more of that, I defire you; we 
have always been Friends, and I earneſtly beg we ever 
may be ſo; but I am not come to ask Counſel about 
my Marriage, my Party is taken, and my Inquiries have 
fo much heightened my Deſire, that nothing can hence 
forth abate it. I muſt therefore expect from you, dear 
Friend. that you wort oppoſe it, but that you'll aid me 
in — the moment of my Happineſs. 

Don John. Since tis ſo impoſſible for you to reſolve 
for your own good, I muſt ſubmit to what you'll have 
me: But are not we to know the Name of this piece 
of Rarity, that is to do you this good Turn? 

Don Ped. You'll know it preſently; for Im going 
to earry you to her Houſe. 

Don John, You ſhall tell me at leaſt who are her 
two Gallants, Don 
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Don Ped. One, they could not tell me his Name, 
tother is — But * we talk any more of thefe 
Affairs, can you let me diſpoſe of Lopez, till the re- 
turn of a Servant I fent three days ago to —— 

Don John. Carry News of = to Papa, I ſuppoſe. 

Don Ped. You are right; t _ Man is thirty 
Leagues off, and I have not ſeen him this ſix Years. 

Don John. Lopez, do you wait upon Don Pedro, 

Lop. With all my Heart. It's at leaſt a ſuſpenſion 
of Boxes o'th' Ear, and Kicks o'the Back ſide. 1 

Don Ped. Then, honeſt Lopez, with your Maſter's 
leave, ge to the New-Inn, the King of France on 
horſeback, and ſee it my Servant's return'd; I'll be 
there immediately, to charge thee with a Commiſſion 
of more Importance. 

Lop. I ſhall perform your Orders, Sir, both to your 
Satisfaction, and my own Reputation. — Lopez. 

Don John. Very quaint. Well, old Acquain:ance, 
we are going to be married then? Tis reſolv'd: Ha! 

Don Ped. So ſays my Star. 

Don John. The fooliſheſt Star that has ſaid any thing 
a great while, 

Don Ped. Still the ſame, I ſee! Or, more than ever, 
reſolv'd to love nothing. 

Don John. Love nothing! Why, I'm in love at this 
very time. 

Don Ped. With what? 

Don John, A Woman. 

Don Ped. Impoſſible! 

Don Jon. True. 

Don Ped. And how came you in love with her? 

1 Don John. Why I was ordered not to be in love with 
er. 

Don Ped. Then there's more Humour than Love 

in't. 

Don John. There ſhall be what you pleaſe in't: 
But I ſhan't quit the Gentlewoman, till I have con- 
vinc'd her there's ſomething in't. 

Don Ped, Mayn't I know her Name? 


Dor 
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Don John. When you have let me into your con- 
jugal Affection. | 

Don Ped. Pray ſtay here, but till I have ſent Lopez 
to my Father-in-Law : I'll come back and carry you with 
me in a moment. 

Don John. I'll expect you. 

Don Ped. Adieu, dear Friend; may I in earneſt ſee 
you quickly in love. [Exit Don Pedro. 

Don John, May 1, without a Jeſt, ſee you quickly a 
Widower. | 

Solus. 

He comes, he ſays, to marry a Woman of Quality that 
has two Lovers If it ſhould be Leonora 
But why ſhe? There are many, 1 hope, in that con- 


dition in Valencia — I'm a little embarraſs'd about it 


however. 


Friendſhip, take heed; if Woman interfere, 
Beſure the Hour of thy Deſtruction's near. 


SCENE, Leonora's Apartment. 


Enter Leonora, Iſabella, and Jacinta. 


Leon, WEAR 1/abella, come in: How I am plagu'd 


with this troubleſome Wretch! Jacinta, have 


you ſhut the outward Gates ? 
Jacin. I have, Madam. 
Leo, Shut the Window too; we ſhall have him get in 
there, by and by. 
Jab. W hat's this you are in ſuch apprehenſions of, 
pray ? 
Leo. Nothing worth naming. 


Lab. 


— 
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hab. You diſſemble: ſomething of Love in the caſe, 
I'll warrant you. 

Leo, The Reverſe on't; 'tis Averfion. My Imper- 
tinent Star has furniſh'd me with a Lover for my Guard, 
who is never from my Window; he perſecutes me to 
Diſtraction; I affront bim fifty times a-day ; which he 
receives with a Bow down to the Ground : In ſhort, 
all I can do, is doing nothing at all: he ſtill perſiſts 
in loving me, as much as I hate him. 

Iſab. Have a care he don't get the better on't, for 
all that; for when a Man loves a Woman well enough 
to perſevere, tis odds but ſhe at laſt loves him well 
enough to make him give it over. But I think I had 
as good take off my Scarf; for ſince my Brother Don 
Guzman knows I'm with you, he won't quarrel at my 
return for the Length of my Viſit. 

Leo. If he ſhou'd I ſhou'd quarrel! with him, which 
few things elſe would make me do. But methinks, 
Iſabella, you are a little melancholy. 

Jab. And you a little thoughtful, 

Leo. Pray tell me ypur Affliction. 

Jab. Pray don't conceal yours. 

Leo. Why truly, my Heart is not at eaſe, 

1/ab, Mine, I fear, never will. 

Leo. My Father's marrying me againſt my Inelination: 

I/ab. My Brother is hindring me from marrying with 
mire. 

Leo, You know love your Brother, Don Guzman. 

Jab. And you ſhall know, I'm uneaſy for Don Joky 
de Alvarada, 

Leo. Don John! 

Iſab. The ſame. 

Leo, Have you any reaſonto hope for a Return? 

I/ab. I think ſo, 

Leo. I'm afraid, my Dear, you abuſe your ſelf, 

Iſab. Why? 

Leo. Becauſe he is already in love wit 

Iſab. Who? | 

Leo, Me, 


I 
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Iſab. I wou'd not b ve you too poſitive in that, 
Madam, for I am very ſure that 

Leo. Madam, I am very ſure that he's the trouble- 
ſome Gueſt I juſt now compliin'd of: And you may 
believe 

Iſab. Madam, I can never believe he's troubleſome 
to any body, 

Leo, O dear Madam: But I'm ſure I'm forc'd to 
keep my Windows ſhut, till I'm almoſt dead with 
Heat, and that I think is troubleſome, 

Iſab. This miſtake is eaſily ſet right, Leonora; our 
Houſes join, and when he looks at my Window, you 
fancy tis at yours, 

Leo. ut when he attacks my Door, Madam, and 
almoſt breaks it down, I don't know how in the World 
to fancy 'tis yours. 

Jab. A Man may do that to diſguiſe his real Incli- 
nation, 

Leo, Nay, if you pleaſe, believe he's dying for you. 
I wiſh he were; then I ſhou'd be troubled no more 
with him. Be ſure, Jacinta, you don't open a Win- 
duw to-night. 

Jab. Not while I'm here at leaſt; for if he knows 
that, he may chance to preſs in. 

Leo, Look you, Iabella, 'tis entirely alike to me, 
who he's fond of; but I'm ſo much your Friend, L 
can't endure to ſee you deceiv'd. 

Lab. And fince I have the ſame Kindneſs for you, 
Leonora, know in ſhort, that my Brother is ſo alarm'd 
at his Paſſion for me, that he has forbid him the Street, 

Leo. Bleſs my Soul! an! don't you plainly fee by 


that, he's jealous of him upon my account ? 


Ifab. [Smiling] He's jealous of his Honour, Ma- 
dam, leſt he ſhou'd debauch is Siſter. 

Leo. I ſay, he's jealous of is Love, leſt he ſhou'd 
corrupt his Miſtreſs, 

Jab. But why all this Heat? If you love my Brother, 
why are you concern'd Don 75 ſhou'd love me? 

Teo. I'm not concern'd; I have no Deſigns upon 
kim, I care not who he loves, 

| Iſab, 
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Jab. Why then are you angry ? 

Leo, Why do you ſay he does not care for me? 

Iſab. Well, to content you then; I know nothing 
certain but that I love him. 

Leo, And to content you; I know nothing ſo cer- 
tain, as that I neither love him, nor never can loye 
him: And ſo I hope we are Friends again, 

1/ab. Kiſs me then, and let us never be otherwiſe. 

Leo. Agreed: [They kiſs.) And now, my Dear, as 
my Misfortune's neareſt, I am firſt to be pity'd, I am 
the moſt wretched Woman living. My Father every 
moment expects a Gentleman from Flanders, to whom 
he has reſolv'd to marry me. But neither Duty, nor 
Prudence, nor Danger, nor Reſolution, nor all 1 can 
ſummon to my Aid, can drive your Brother from my 
Heart; but there he's fix'd to ruin me. | 

Jacin, Madam, here's Don Guzman at the Cham- 
ber-Door; be begs ſo paſſionately to come in, ſure 
you can't refuſe him. 

Leo, Heay'ns! but does he conſider to what he ex- 
poſes me? 

Jacin. Madam, he conſiders nothing; if he did, I'd 
ſay he were an impudent Fellow to pretend to be in 
love with you. 

Leo. Shall 1 venture, Iſabella? 

Jab. You know beſt, 

Enter Don Guzman. 

Jacin, Marry, methinks he knows beſt of us all, for 
here he comes. 

Don Guz. * me, lovely Leonora; tis the laſt 
time perhaps that I may beg your Pity. My Rival is not 
far; Exceſs of Modeſty is now our Ruin. Break through 
it, for this moment you have left, and own to your old 
Father how you love. He once did fo himſelf; our 
Scene of Sorro may perhaps recall ſome ſmall remem- 
brance of his tender Years, and melt him into Mercy. 

Les. Alas, Don Guzman 

Jacin, O Heav'ns, Madam 

Leo. What's the matter? 

Jacin. Y'are undone, here's your Father. 


Iſab, 
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1/ab. W hat an unlucky Accident ! 

Leo. Has he ſeen Don Guzman / 

Jacin. Nay the Deux knows. 

Iſab, Where ſhall he hide himſelf? | 

Jacin. In the Moon, if he can get thither. 

Enter Don Felix. 

Don Gux. I muſt e'en ſtand it now. : 

Don Fel. Good News, my Daughter, good News; 
I come to acquaint you, that — How now ? What's 
the meaning of this? Don Guzman in my Daughter's 
Chamber! 

Don Guz. I ſee your Surprize, Sir, but you need 
not be difturb'd ? 'twas ſome ſudden Buſineſs with my 
Siſter, brought me here, 

Don Fel. 'Tis enough, Sir: I'm glad to find you 
here; you ſhall be a Witneſs, that I know how to 
preſerve the Honour of my Family. 

Don Guz. What mean you, Sir? 

Don Fel. To marry Leonera this moment. 

Den Guz. How ſay you? * 

Don Fel. I ſay you ſhall have nothing left to ask of 
me. 

: yoo Guz, Is't poſhble? O Heavens! what Joy I 
eel ? 

Don Fel. Leoncra, prepare your Hand and Heart. 

Leo. They both are ready, Sir; and in giving me 
the Man I love, you charge me with a Debt of gra- 
titude, can never be repay'd. 

Don Guz. | Kneeling.) Upon my Knees, I thank 
the beſt of Men, for bleſſing me with all that's bleſt 
in Woman. 

Iſab. How well that kind, that gentle Look becomes 


him ! 
Jacin. Now methinks he looks like an old Rogue, 
I don't like his Looks. | Aſide. 


Enter Lopez, 
Lop. To all whom it may concern, greeting. Don 
Pedro Oſorio acknowledging himſelf moſt unworthy of 
the Honour intended him, in the Perſon of the fair 


Leonora, addreſſes himſelt (by me his ſmall Ambaſſador) 
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to the Generoſity of Don Felix, for leave to walk in 
and take poſleſſion. 
Don Fel. 1 had already given order for his Entrance, 
Don Guz. What is't I hear! 
Leo. Support me. 
Iſab. She faints. 
Don Guz. Look Tyrant here, and if thou can'ſt be 
cruel! Holding her. 
Don. Fel. Bring in Don Pedro. 
Don Guz. Barbarian! 


Jacin. Look up, Madam, for Heaven's ſake; ſince 

you muſt marry the Fellow, e' en make the moſt on't. 

Leo. Hoh 
Enter Don Pedro and Don John. 

Jacin. So How d'ye do now? Come, cheat 
up. See, here he comes, By my Troth, and a pretty 
turu'd Fellow. [Aſide.] He'll ſet all to rights by to- 
morrow Morning, I'll anſwer for him. 

Don Fel. Don Pedro, you are welcome; let me em- 
brace you. 

Don Ped. In what Terms, Sir, ſhall I expreſs what 
I owe you for the Honour you do me? nd with what 
proſpect of Return can I receive this ineſtimable Pre- 
ſent? Your Picture, Madam, made what Impreſton 
Art cou'd ſtamp, but Nature has done more. What 
Wounds your Sex can give, or ours receive, I feel. 

Don Fel. Come Son, (for I'm in haſte to call you ſo) 
— But what's this I ſee? Alvarada here! Whence, 
Sir, this Inſolence; to come within my Doors after you 
know what has paſt? Who brought you here? 

Don Ped. 'Twas I, Sir. 

Don Fel. But do you know that he — 

Don Ped. Sir, he's the beſt of my Friends, | 

Don Fel. But do you know, I ſay, that he wou'd —— 

Don Ped. Hinder this Marriage, 'tis true. 

Don Fel. Yes, becauſe he deſign'd 

Don Ped. I know his Deſign, Sir, 'tis to hinder all 
his Friends from marrying. Pray forgive him. 

Don Fel. Then to prevent for ever, his Deſigns here, 
come hither, Leonora, and give Don Pedro your hand. 


Don 
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Don John. Keep down, my kinching Jealouſy : I've 
ſomething ortures nel nev-r telt but now, [Aſide. 

Don Ped. [to Leo.) Why this backwardnets, Madam? 
Where a Father chooſes, a Daughter may with Modeſty 
approve. Pray give me your Hand, 
Don Guz. | cannot ſee it. | Turning from em. 

Don Fel. [7 Leo. aſide.) Are you diſtracted? Will 
you let him know your Folly ? Give him your Hand, 
tor ſhame. 

Leo. Hoh! Don Guzman, I am yours. 

[ Sirhing, and giving careleſly her Hand. 

Don Guz. Madam! [ Turning. 

Don Fel. What a fatal ſlip! [ 4ſide. 

Leo, Twas not to you 1 ſpoke, Sir. 

Don Ped. But him it was ſhe nam'd, and thought on 
too, I fear. I'm much alarm'd. 

Don Fel. [to Leo.] Repair what you have done, 
and look more chearful on him. 

Leo. Repair what you have done, and kill me. 

Don Fel. Fool. | 

Leo, Tyrant. 

Jacin. A very hum-drum Marriage this. [A4ſide. 

Don G«z. Pray, Siſter, let's retire; for I can bear 
this ſight no longer. 

Lab. My Dear, farewell, J pity you indeed. 

Teo. I am indeed an Ovjctt of your Pity. 


[Ex. Don Guz. and Iſab. 


Don Fel. Come Daughter, come my Son, let's to 
the Church and tie this happy Knot. 
Don Ped. I'll wait upon you, Sir, a 
[Ex. Don Fel. leading Leo 
Don John. I love her, and I'll love her ſtill. Fate, 
do thy worſt, I'll on. [Aſede. 
= my Ped, To name another Man, in giving me her 
and! 


Don John ſaſide.] How am I wrackt and torn with 


Jealouſy ? 
Don Ped, "Tis doubtleſs ſo, Don Guzman has her 
Heart. [Aſide. 


Don 
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Don John [ aſide. The Rridegroom's thoughtful. The 
Lady's Trip has furniſh'd him with ſome Matrimonial 
1 They'll agree with him at this time per- 
haps, better than my Company. I'll leave him. Don 


Pedro, adieu, we ſhall meet again at Night, 


Don Ped. Pray ſtay: I have need of a Friend's 
Counſel. 

Don John. What, already? 

Don Ped. Already. 

Don John. That's to ſay, you haye already enough 
of Matrimony, 

Don Ped. I ſcarce know what I have, nor am I 
ſure of what I am. 
| Enter Lopez. 

Lop, An't pleaſe your Honour, I of your Man 
Bertrand juſt arriv'd; his Horſe and he ſo ticed of one 
another, that they both came down upon the Pave- 
ment at the Stable-Door. 

Don Ped. [to Don John.] He brings News from my 
Father, 

Lop. I believe he does, and haſty News too; but 
if you ſtay till he brings it hither, I believe it will 
come but ſlowly. But here's his Packet; I ſuppoſe 
that will do as well as his Company. {Gives a Letter, 

Don Ped. [reads to himſelf.) My dear Friend, here's 
ul News. 

Don John. What's the matter ? 

Don Ped. My poor old Father's dying. - 

Don John. I'm mighty ſorry for't; 'tis a weight 
Stroke I muſt confeſs; the burden of his Eſtate will al- 
moſt bear you down, But we muſt ſubmit to Heaven's 
Good-will, 

Don Ped. You talk, Aivarada, like a perfect Stran- 
er to that Tenderneſs methinks every Son ſhou'd feel 
or a good Father: For my part, Poe veceiv'd ſuch 

repeated Proofs of an uncommon Affection from mine, 
that the Loſs of a Miſtreſs cou'd ſcarce touch m nearer. 
You'll believe me, when you ſee me leave Leonora a 


Virgin, till I have ſeen the good old Man. 


Don 
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Don John. That will be a Jun indeed; Heaven's 
Bleſſing muſt needs fall upon ſo dutitul a Son; but 1 
don't know how its Judgments may deal with ſo in- 
different a Lover. | 
Don Ped. O! I ſhall have time enough to repair 
this ſeeming ſmall Neglect: Bur before I go, pray a 
word or two with you alone. Lopez, wait without. 
[Exit Lopez: 
You ſee, my deareſt Friend, I am engag'd with 
Leonora; perhaps I have done wrong; but tis gone 
100 far, to talk or think of a Retreat; I ſhall go di- 
realy from this place to the altar, and there ſeal 
the eternal Contract. That done, I'll take Poſt to ſee my 
Father, if I can, before he dies. I leave then here a 
young and beauteous Bride, but that which rouches 
every ſtring of Thought, I fear, L leave her wiſhing I 
were Guzman. If it be ſo, no doubt he knows it =, 
and he that knows he's loy'd by Leonora, can let no 
fair occaſion paſs to gain her; my Abſence is his 
Friend, but you are mine, and ſo the danger's ba- 
lanc'd. | 
Into your hands, my dear, my faithful Alvarada, 
2 him.] | put my Honour, I put my Life; 
r both depend on Leonora's Truth, Obſerve bor Lo- 
negle& not her, You are wiſe, you 


ver, and 


are active, you are brave and true. You have all 


the Qualities that Van ſhou'd have for ſuch a Truſt, 
and I by conſequence have all the Aſſurance Man can 
have; you'll, as you ought, diſcharge it, 

Don John. Avery hopeful Buſineſs you wou'd have 
me undertake, keep a Woman honeſt; Udſdeath, 1'd 
as on undertake to keep Portecarero honeſt, Look 

ou, we are Friends, intimate Friends; you muſt not 

e angry if I talk freely. Women are naturally bent 
to Miſchief, and their Actions run in one continued 
Torrent till they die. But the leſs a Torrent's checkt, 
the leſs Miſchief it does; let it alone, perhaps 'twill 
ny kiſs the Banks and paſs; bu: ſtop it, 'tis inſati- 
able. 


Don 
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a Don Ped. I wou'd not ſtop it; but cou'd I gent 
[ turn its Courſe where it might run, and vent it ſelf 
— with Innocence, I wou'd. Leonora of her ſelf is vir- 

tuous; her Birth, Religion, Modeſty and Senſe; will 
ir uide her Wiſhes where they ought to point. But yet, 

a ſer Guards be what they will, that Place is ſafeſt that 

is ne'er attack'd. 

: Don John. As far as I can ſerve you, in hindring 
th Guzman's Approaches, you may command me. 
ie Don Ped. That's all I ask. 

H Don John. Then all you ask is granted. 

al Don Ped. I am at eaſe, farewe]. 

ay Don John. Heaven bring you ſafe to us again; 

A Exit Don Ped, 
es Don John ſolus. 

1 Yes, I ſhall obſerve her, doubt it not. I wiſh no 
ll; body may obſerve me, for I find I'm no more Maſter 
no of my ſelf, Don Guzman's Paſſion for her, adds to 
his mine; but when 1 think ou what Don Pedro'll reap, 
ba- I'm Fire and Flame. Something muſt be done: What, 

let Love direct, for I have nothing elſe to guide me. 
da, Enter Lopez. 
te; Cop. [afide.] Don Pedro is mounting for his Journey, 
Lo- and leaves a young, warm, liquoriſh Huſſy with a wa- 
you try Mouth, behind him —— Hum If ſhe falls 
all handſomely in my Maſter's way, let her look to her 
uſt; — *t — there he is. Doing what? Thinking? 
can That's new? And if any Good comes on't, that will 
be newer ſtil]. 
"ave Don John. [aſide.] How! Abuſe the Truſt a Friend 

14 repoſes in me? And while he thinks me waking for 
ook his Peace, employ the ſtretch of Thought to make him 
; KOT wretched ? 
bent Lop. Not to interrupt your pious Meditations, Sir, 
nued pray have you ſeen Seen what, Fool? Why he 
eckt, can't ſee thee. I'gad, I believe the little bund Baſtard 
ewill has whipt him through the Heart in earnsſt. 
nſati- Don John. aſide] Pedro wou'd never have done 

this by me — How do 1 know that? — Why — 
Don he ſwore he was my Friend Well; and I 
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ſwore I was his — Why then if I find I can break 
my Oath, why ſhould not 1 conclude he would do as 
much by his? 
[ Lop. | aſide.) His Countenance begins to clear up: 
1 ſuppoſe Things may be drawing to a Concluſion. 
Don John. [aſide.] Ay, tis juſt ſo: And I don't be- 
lieve he wou'd have debated the Matter halt ſo long 
as I bave done: I'gad I think I have put my ſelf to a 
great Expence of Morality about it. I'm ſure at leaſt, 
my Stock's out, But I have a Fund of Love, I hope 
> ay laſt a little longer. | 
O, are you there, Sir! [ Seeing Lop. 

Lop. I think ſo, Sir. I won't be poſitive in any 
thing. 

_ John. Follow me; I have ſome Buſineſs to 
employ you in, you'll like. | Exit Don John. 

Lop. I won't be politive in that neither, I gueſs 
what you are going about There's Roguery a- 
foot: This is at Leonora, Who I know hates him; no- 


thing under a Rape will dc't — He'll be hang'd — 
And then, what becomes of thee, my little Lopez ? — 4 
Why, the Honour to a dingle dangle by bim. 9 
W hich he'll have the Good-nature to be mighty ſorry ſor. 1 
But I may chance to be befurchand with him: It we | / 
a e not taken in the Fact, they'll perbaps do him the 7 
Honour to ſet a Reward upon his Head, Which if /, 
they do, Don, I ſhall go near to follow your moral | 
Example, ſecure my Pardon, make my Fortune, and ſe 
hang you up for the Good of your Country, = © 
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8 CE NE, Don Felix's Houſe. 


Enter Don Felix, Don Pedro, Leonora, and Jacinta. 


Don Fel. Hs W Son! oblig'd to leave us immedi- 
_ ſay you? 
Don Ped. My ill Fortune, Sir, will haye it ſo. 

Leo. [aſide.] What can this be? 

Don Fel. Pray what's the matter? You ſurprize me. 

Don Ped. This Letter, Sir, will inform you. 

Don Fel. {[Reads.] My Dear Son, Bertrand has 
brought me the welcome News of your Return, and has 
given me your Letter; which has in ſome ſort reviv'd 
my Spirits in the Extremity I am in, 1 daily expect my 
Exit from this World: 'Tis now ſix Tears fence I have 
ſeen you; I ſhou'd be glad to do it once again before I 
die: If you will give me that ſatisfaction, you muſt be 
ſpeedy. Heaven preſerve you. 

[To Don Ped.) Tis enough: The Occaſion I'm 
ſorry for, but ſince the Ties of Blood and Gratitude 
oblige you, far be it from me to hinder you. Farewel 
my Son, may you have a happy Journey, and if it be 
Heaven's Will, may the fight of ſo good a Son revive 
ſo kind a Father. I leave you to bid your Wife 
adieu. [Exit Don Fel. 

Don Ped. I muſt leave you, my lovely Bride; bur 
'tis with bitter pangs of Separation, Had I 777 Heart 
to chear me on my way, 1 might with ſuch a Cordial 
run my Ccurſe: But that Support you want the power 
to give me. 

Leo. Who tells you ſo ? ü 

Don Ped, My Eyes and Ears, and all the Pains I 
bear, 
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Leo. When Eyes and Ears are much indulg'd, like 
Favorite Servants they are apt to abuſe the too much 
Truſt their Maſter places in 'em. 

Don Fed, If Pm abus'd, fiſt me with ſome fair 
Interpretation of all that preſent Trouble and Diſquiet, 
which is not in my power to overlook, nor yours to 
hide. 

Leo. You. might methinks have ſpar'd my Modeſty 
and without forcing me to name your Abſence, have 
laid my Trouble there. | 

Don Ped. No; no, my fair Deluder, that's a Veil 
too thin to cover, what's ſo hard to hide; my Preſence 
not my Ablence is the Cauſe: your cold Reception 
at my firſt approach, prepat'd me for the Stroke; and 
'twas not long before your Mouth confirm'd my 
Doom: Don Guzman, 1 am yours. es 

Leo, Is't then poſlible the Mouth ſhou'd utter one 
Names hr , NENT 

Don Ped, Not at all, when it follows the DiQates 
of the Heart, 3 F 

Leo. Were it even ſo, what wrong is from that 
Heart receiy'd, where Duty and where Virtue are its 
Rulers ? „ 5 „ 

Don Ped. Where they preſide, our Honour may be 
ſafe, yet our Minds be on the Rack. 

Teo, This Diſcourſe will ſcarce produce a Remedy; 
we'll end it therefore if you pleaſe, and leave the reſt to 
time, Beſides, the Occaſion of your Journey preſſes you. 

Don Pd. The Occaſion of my Delay preſſes you, 
I fear, much more; you count the tedious. Minutes I 
am with you, and are reduc'd to mind me of my 
Duty, to free your ſelf fiom my fight. 

Leo. You urge this thing too far, and do me wrong. 
The Sentiments | have for you are much more . 
rourable than your Jealouſy ſuffers 'em to appear. 
But if my Heart has ſeem'd to lean another way, be- 
tore you had a Title to it, you ought not to con- 
clude I ſhall ſuffer it to do ſo long, | | 

»Don 7ed. I know you have Virtue, Grati:ude and 
Truth; and therefore 'tis, I love you to my Ruin. 
Cou'd 


ve Od 


The FALSsk FRIEND. I25 


Cou'd I believe you falſe, Contempt wovld ſoon releaſe 


me from my Chains, which yet 1 can't but wiſh to 
wear for ever; therefore indulge at leaſt your Pity to 
your Slave, *tis the ſoft Path in which we tread to 
Love. I leave behind a tortur'd Heart to move you: 

Weigh well its Pains, think on its Paſſion too, 

Remember all its Torments ſpring from yo 

And if you cannot love, at leaſt be true. 

| Exit Don Pedro. 

Jac. Now by my troth, Madim, I'm ready to cry. 
He's a pretty Fellow, and deſerves better Luck. 
oy - N. he does: And his Behaviour wou'd en- 
gage any thing that were unengag'd. But, alas! I want 
his Pity more than he does mine. 

Fac, You do! Now I'm of another mind. The mo- 
ment he ſees your Picture, he's in love with you; the 
moment he's in love with you, he imbarks ; and, like 
Lightning, in a moment more he's here: where you 
are pleas'd to jreceive him with a Don Guzman, 1 an 
yours, Ah or Man! 

Leo, | own, Jacinta, he's unfortunate, but ſtill I ſay 
my Fate is harder yet, The irreſiſtible Paſſion I have 
for Guzman, renders Don Pedro, with all his Merit, o- 
dious to me; yet I muſt in his favour make eternal War, 
againſt the Strength of Inclination and the Man I Jove. 

Jac. [aſide.] Um If I were in her caſe, I 

cou'd find an Expedient for all this Matter. But ſhe 
makes ſuch a buſtle with her Virtue, 1 dare not pro- 
poſe it to her. 
Teo. Beſides, Don Pedro poſſeſſes what he loves, but J 
muſt neverthink on poor Don Guzman more. | Weeping. 
., Fac. Poor Don Guzman indeed! We han't ſaid a 
word of the pickle he's in yet. Hark! ſomebody 
knocks »— at the old Rendezvous. It's he, on 
my Conſcience. 5 

Leo. Let's be gone; I muſt think of him no more. 

Zac, Les, let's be gone; but let's know whether 
'tis he or not firſt. | 
Teo. No, Jacinta; I muſt not ſpeak with him any 
more. [Sig hing.] I'm married to another, 
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Jac. Married to another! well, married to another; 
why, if one were married to twenty others, one may 
give a civil Gentleman an Anſwer. 

Leo. Alas! what wouldſt thou have me ſay to him ? 

Jac. Say to him! Why, one may find twenty things 
to ſay to a Man: Say, that tis true you are married 
to another, and that — 'twou'd be a Sin to think of a- 
ny body but your Husband, and that — you are ef 
a timorous Nature, and afraid of being damn'd? and 
that a — You wou'd not have him die neither ; That 
a — Folks are mortal, and things ſometimes come 
ſtrangely about, and a Widow's a Widow, and — 

Lev, Peace, Levity. { Sighing.] But ſee who 'tis knocks, 

Fac, Who's there? 

iſa. [ Behind the Scenes.) Tis I, Iſabella. 

Teo. Iſabella! What do you want, my Dear? 

Iſa, Your Succour, for Heaven's ſake, Leonora. 
My Brother will deſtroy himſeif. 

Leo. Alas! it is not in my power to fave him. 

Za. Permit him but to ſpeak to you, that poſſibly 
may do. | 

2 Why have not I the force to refuſe him? 

Don Guz. | Behind the Scenes.) Is it you, I hear, my 
poor loſt Miſtreſs? Am I ſo happy once more to meet 
you, where I ſo often have been bleſt! 

Jac. Courage, Madam, ſay alittle ſomething to him. 

Don Gul Not one kind word to a diſtracted Lover? 
No Pity for a Wretch you have made ſo miſerable ? 

Leo. The only way to end that Miſery, is to forget 
we ever thought of Happineſs. 1 

Don Guz. And is that in your power? Ah, Leonora, 
you ne er lov'd like me. 

Leo, How I have lov'd, to Heaven I appeal! But 
Heaven does now permit that Love no more. 

Don Gaz. Why does it then permit us Life and 
Thought ? Are we deceiv'd in its Omnipotence? Is 
it reduc'd to find its Pleaſures in its Creatures Pain ? 

Leo. In what, or where, the Joys of Heaven conſiſt, 
lies deeper than a Woman's Line can fathom; but this 
we know, a Wife muſt in her Husband ſeck for hers, 

and 


The FALSE FRIEND. 127 


and therefore I muſt think of you no more. Farewel. 
[Exit Leo, 

Don G«z. Yet hear me, cruel! Zeonora. 

Jac. It muſt be another time then, for ſhe's whipt 
off now. All the Comfort I can give you is, that I 
ſee ſhe durſt not cruſt her ſelt any longer in your Com- 

any. But huſh, I hear a Noiſe, get you gone, we 
Fall be catch'd. 
Leo. [Vit hin.] Facinta! 
Jac, I come, I come, Madam. 
Enter Lopez. 

Lop. If I miſtake nor, there are a Brace of Lover; 
intend to take ſome pains about Madam, in her Husband's 
Abſence. Poor Don Pedro! Well; methinks a Man's 
in a very merry moud that marries a handſome Wife: 
When I diſpoſe of my Perſon, it ſhall be to an ugly 
one. They take it ſo kindly, andare fo full of Acknow- 
ledgment; watch you, wait upon you, nurſe you, hu- 
mour you, are ſo fond. and ſo chaſte. Or if the Huſly 
has Preſumption enough to think of being otherwiſe, 
away with her into the Mountains fifty Leagues off; no 
body oppoſes. If ſhe's mutinous, give her Diſcipline ; e- 
very body approves on't. Hang her, ſays one, he's 
kinder than he deſerves; Damn her, ſays another, why 
does not he ſtarve her? But if ſhe's handſome, Ah the 
Brute, cries one; Ah the Turk, cries t'other : Why don't 
ſhe cuckold him, ſays this Feilow ? Why does not ſhe 
poiſon him, ſays that? and away comes a Pacquet of 
Epiſtles to adviſe her to'r, Ah poor Don Pedro ! But 
enough: Tis now Night, all's huſh and ftii] : every - 
body's a- bed, and what am Ito do? Why, as other truſ- 
ty Domeſticks, (it up to let the Thief in. But I ſur- 
poſe he won't be here yet; with the help of a ſmall 
Nap beforehand, I ſhall be in a better Condition 9 
erform the duty of a Centinel when I go to my Poſt. 
This Corner will juſt fit me: Come Lopez, lie thee 
down, ſhort Prayers, and to ſleep. [ He lies down, 

Enter Jacinta, with a Candle in her Hand, 

Fac. So, I have put my poor Ladyto bed with nothing 

but Sobs, Tears, Sighs, Wiſhes, and a Pillow to mumble, 
F 4 inſtead 
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Inſtead of a Bridegroom, poor Heart. I pity her; but 
every Body has their Afflictions, and by the Beads of 
my Grandmother, I have mine. 

Tell me, kind Gentlemen, it I have not ſomething 
to excite you? Methinks I have a roguiſh Eye, I'm 
Fare 1 have a mettled Heart, I'm ſoft and warm, and 
ſound, may it pleaſe ye. 

hence comes it then, this Raſcal Lopez, who now 
} as been two Hours in the Family, has not yet thought 
it worth his while to make one Motion towards me ? 
Not that the Blockhead's Charms bave mov'd me, but 
I'm angry mine han'tbeen able to move him. 1 doubt 
1 muſt begin with the Lubber; my Reputation's at 
Make upon't, and I muſt rouze the Drone ſomehow. 

Lopez, rubbing his Eyes, and coming on. 

Lod. What a damn'd Condition is that of a Valet? 
No ſooner do 1, in comfortable Slumber, cloſe my 
Eyes, but methinks my Maſter's upon me, with fifty 
Slaps o'th* Back, for making him wait in the Street. I 
have his Orders to let him in here to-night, and ſo I 
had e'en — Who's that ? = Jacinta! — Yes, —— 
a Catterwauling! —— like enough. 

Jac, The Fellow's there; I bad beſt not loſe the 
Occaſion, [ Aſade. 

Zo> The Slut's handſome, I begin to kindle: But 
if my Maſter ſhou'd be at the Door ———— Why there 


Jet him be, till the Matter's over? [Aſide. 
Jac. Shall 1 advance ? [ Afede, 
Lot. Shall I venture? [Aſide. 
Fac. How ſevere a Look he has. Aſide, 
Lop. She ſeems very reſerv'd, Fae 


Jac. If he ſhou'd put the Negative upon me. Aſide. 
Top. She ſeems a Woman of great Diſcretion; I 


tremble. Aſi de. 
Jac, Hang it, I muſt venture. [ Aſide, 
Jop. Faint Heart never won fair Lady. [ Aſide. 
Fac. Lopez ? 


Lop. Jacinta /! 
Jac. O dear heart! Is't you? 
Lop, Charming Facinta, tear me not. 


Jac, 
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Fas O ho! be begins to talk ſoft — then let us 
take upon us again. Aſide. 
Lap. Cruel Jacinta, whoſe Mouth (ſmall as it is) 
has made but one Vorſel of my Heart. 
Fac. It's well he prevents me. I was going to leap 
about the Raſcal's Neck. 5 [ Aſide. 
Top. Barbare Jacinta, caſt your Eyes 
On your poor Lopez, ere he dies. 
Fac, Poetry too! Nay then 1 haye done bis Buſi- 
Holds, [Aſide. 
. Lop. Feel how I burn with hot Deſire, 
Ah! pity me, and quench my Fire; 
Deaf, my fair Tyrant, deaf to my Woes, 
Nay then, Barbarian, in it goes. [drawing a Knife, 
ac, Why how now, Jack-Sauce ? why how now, 
Preſumption? What Encouragement have I given you, 


Jack-a-lent, to attack me with your Tenders? I coud 


tear your Eyes out, Sirrah, for thinking I am ſuch a 
one. What Indecency have you ſeen in my Behaviour, 
Impudence, that you ſhou'd think me for your beaſtly 
Turn, you Goat you? 

Lop. Patience, my much offended Goddeſs, *tis ho- 
nourably I wou'd ſhare your Bed. 

Jac. Peace, I ſay —- Mr. Liquoriſh, I, for whom 
the moſt ſucceſsful Cavaliers imploy their Sighs in vain, 
ſhall I look down upon a crawling Worm ? Pha 
See that crop Ear there, that Vermin, that wants to 
eat at a Table would ſet his Maſter's mouth 4 watering, - 

Lop. May I preſume to make an humble Meal upon 
what ſavoury Remnants he may leave: 

Fac. No. _ | 

Lop. Tis hard! *tis wondrous hard! 

Fac, Leave me. 

Top. Tis pitiful, tis wondrous pitiful! 

Fac. Be gone, I ſay. | 

3 Ladies 'tis, perhaps ſometimes with you; 

ith Scorn you fly the thing which you purſue, 
2 [ Exit Tac,” 

Top. [S0!us.) 'Tis very well, Mrs, Flipflap, tis very 


well; but do you hear 52 Tawdery, you are not ſo al. 
| 5 


Iuring , 
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luring as you think you are — Comb-bruſh, nor I ſo 
much in love — your Maidenhead may chance to 
grow mg uldy with your Airs the Pox be your Bed- 
fellow. there's that for you. Come, let's think no more 
on't, Sailors muſt mect with Storms; my Maſter's going 
to Sea too He may chance to fare no better with the La- 
dy, than I have done with her Abigail: There may be 
foul Weather there too, I reckon at preſent he may be 
lying by under a Mizen at the Street-Door, I think it 
rains too for his Comfort. What if I ſhou'd leave him 
there an hour or two in freſco, and try to work off the 
Amour that way? No; People will be phyſick'd 
their own way. But perhaps I might ſave his Life 
by't, — yes, and have my Bones broke for being ſo 
officious; therefore if you are at the Door, Don John, 
walk in, and take your Fortune, [ Opens the Door. 
Enter Don John. 

Don Fohn, Hiſt ! hiſt! 

Top. Hiſt! hiſt! 

Don John. Lopez ! 

Lop. A ſide.] The Devil 

Don John. Are they all aſleep ? 

Lop. Dead. 

Don Jobn. Enough, ſhut the Door. 

Z op. Tis done. 

Don Fon. Now be gone. 


Tread ſoftly. 


Lopez. What! Shut the Door firſt, and then be gone? 


Now, methinks, I might as well have gone firſt, and 
then ſhut the Door. 


Don John. I bid you be gone, you Dog you, do you 


find the way, 
Lop. [ Aſide.) Stark mad, and always ſo when a Vo- 
an's in chaſe. But, Sir, will you keep your chief Mi- 
niſter out of the Secrets of your State? Pray let me 
know what this Night's Work is to be. 
Don Fohn. No Queſtions, but march. 
[ Lop. goes to the Door, and returns. 
Lep. Very well —— 
But. Sir, ſhall | ſtay for you in the Street? 
Don John. No, nor ſtir out of the. Houſe. 
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Lop. Sa: Well, Sir, I'll d» juſt as you have order'd 
me; l'll be gone, and I'll ſtay; and I'll march, and 1 
won't ſtir, and juſt as you ſay, Sir. 

Don John. I ſee you are afraid, you Raſcal you. 

Lop. Paſlably. 

Don John. Well, be it ſo; but you ſhan't leave the 
Houle, Sir; therefore be gone to your Hog-ſtye, and 
Wait further Orders, 

Lop. [ Aſide.] Bat firſt I'll know how you intend to 
diſpoſe of yourſelf, [Lop. hides behind the Deor. 

| Don John 2 


Don John. All's huſh and ftiil; and J am at the 


point of being a happy Villain. That Thought 
comes uninvited — Then like an uninvited Gueſt let 
it be treated: Be gone, Intruder. Leoncra's Charms 
turn Vice to Virtue, Treaſon into Truth; Nature. who 
has made her the ſupreme Object of our Deſires, muſt 
needs have deſign'd her the Regulator of our Morals, 
Whatever points at her, is pointed right. We are all 
her Due, Mankind's the Dower which Heaven has ſet- 
tled on her; and he's the Villaia that wou'd rob her of 
her Tribute. | therefore, as ia Duty bound, will in, 
and pay her mine. 

Lop. | Aſide.) There he goes, i'faith; he ſeem'd as if he 
had a Quaim juſt now ; but he never goes without a Dram 
of Conlcience Water about him, to ſet Matters right a- 

ain, 
, Don John. { Aſide] This is her Door, 'tis lock'd; 


but IJ have a Smith about me will make her Staple fly. 
[ Pulls out ſome Irons, and forces the Lock. 
Lop. [ Aſide.) Hark! hark! if he is not equipt for + 


Houſebreaker too, Very well he has provided two 


Strings to his Bow; it he*ſcapes the Rape, he may be 


hang d upon the Burglary. 


Don John. | Aſide.) There'tis done, So: No Watch- - 
Light burning. | Peeping into her Chamber.) All in dark- - 


neſs? ſo much the better, twill ſave a great deal of 


Bluſhing on both fides. Methinks I feel my ſelf mighty 
modeſt, I tremble too; that's not proper at this time. 


Be firm, my Cpurage, I have Buſineſs for thee ——— 
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So — How am I now ? pretty well. Then by 
your leave, Don Pedro, I muſt ſupply your Neglect. 
You ſhould not have married till you were ready for 
Conſummation; a Maidenhead ought no more to lie 
upon a handſome Bride, than an Impeachment upon 
an innocent Miniſter. 


| [ Don John enters the Chamber, 

Lop, [Coming forwards.| Well done, well done; 
God-a-mercy, my little Judas. Unfortunate Don Pedro! 
thou haſt left thy Purſe in the hands of a Robber; and 
while thou art galloping to pay the laſt Duty to thy 
Father, he's at leaſt upon the Trot to pay the firſt to 
thy Wife, Ah the Traitor! What a Capilotade of Dam- 
nation will there be cook'd up for. him. But ſoftly : 
Let's lay our Ear to the Door, and pick up ſome Cu- 
Tiofities —— I hear no Noiſe There's no Light; 
we ſhall have him blunder where he ſhou'd not do, by 
and by. —- Commit a Rape upon her Tea-Table per- 
haps, break all her China, and then ſhe'i] be ſure to hang 
him. But hark —— now 1 hear — nothing; ſhe does 
not ſay a word; ſhe ſleeps curiouſly. How if ſhe 
ſhou'd take it all for a Dream now? Or her Virtue 
ſhou'd be fallen into an Apoplexy? Where the Pox 
will all this end? 

Leo. [ Within. Facinta! Beatrix ! Fernandes! Mur- 
der! Murder! help! help! help! 

Lep. Now the Play begins, it opens finely. 

Leo. [Within Father! Alphonſo! Save me! O fave 
me! 

Log. Comedy or Tragedy for a Ducate? for fear of 
he latter, decamp Lopez. Exit Lopez. 


SCENE changes to Leonora's Bed-Chamber, 
diſcovers Leonora in 4 Gown, holding Dan John 
by the Sleeve. 


Leo, Whoever you are, Villain, you ſhan't eſcape me; 
and. tho? your s have been in vain, you ſhan't fail 
: to 
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to receive the Recompence of your Attempt: Nelp, ho, 
help there! help! 
Den John breaks from her, but can't find the Door. 

Don John. [ Aſ6de.] Sdeatb, I ſhall be undone! where 
is this damn'd Door ? 

Leo. He'll get away : a Light there, quickly. 

Enter Don Gazman with his Sword drawn. 
Don Gun. Where are you, fair Angel? I come to 
loſe my Life in your Defence. 

Don John. | Aſide.] That's Guzman's Voice? the 
Devil has ſent him: But we are ſtill in the dark; I 
have one Tour yet, Impudence be my Aid, Lights 
there, ho! Where is the Villain that durſt attempt the 
virtuous Leonora? 

Don Guz, His Life ſhall make her Satisfaction. 

Don John. Or mine ſhall fall in his Purſuit, 

Don Guz. 'Tis by my hands that ſhe ſhall ſee him die. 
1 Don Fohn, My Sword ſhall lay him bleeding at her 

cer 


Leo. Aſide.] What can this mean? But here's Lights 
at laſt, thank the juſt bounteous Heaven, 


Don Foehn. Enter with the Light there; but ſecure 


the Door, leſt the Traitor ſcape my Vengeance. 
Enter Don Pedro with a Light, he finds Leonora 
between them; both their Swords. drawn, 
Leo. O Heavens! what is't I ſee? 
Don John. Don Pedro here ? 
Don Ped. What monſtrous Scene is this? [Aſide. 
Don Guz. Whar Accident has brought him here ? 
Aſide. 
Don John. Now I'm intrigu'd indeed, 4 ſide. 
Den Pedro ſteps back and ſhuts the Door. 
Don Ped. [ Aſide.) This Myſtery muſt unfold before 
we part, What Torments has my Fate provided mie ? 
Is this che Comfort I'm to reap, to dry my Tears for 
my poor Father's Death? [To Leo.] Ah Leonora“ 
Deo. ¶ Aſide.] Alas! where will this end! 
[ Fallmg into a' Chair. 
Don Ped, ¶Aſide.] Naked: and thus attended at the 


dead of Night, my Soul is froze at what 1 ſee. 2 
on 
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ſion fits in all their Faces, and in large Characters 
read the Ruin of my Honour and my Love. 

[To the Men] Speak, Statues, if you yet have power 
to ſpeak, why at this time of Night you are found with 
Leonora! None ſpeak ! — Don John, it is from 
you I ought to know. 

Don John. My Silence may inform you. 

Don Ped. Your Silence does inform me of my Shame, 
but I muſt have ſome Information more; explain the 
whole. 

Don John. 1 ſhall, You remember, Don Pedro — 

Don Ped. Be quick. | 

Don John. You remember you charged me before 
you went 

Don Ped. 1 remember well, go on. 

Don Fohn, With the Care of your Honour, 

Don Ped. I did; diſpatch. 

Don John. Very well; you ſee Don Guzman in 
this Apartment, you ſee your Wife naked, and you ſee 
me, my Sword in my hand; that's all. 

Don Ped. [Drawing upon Don Guz.] Tis here then I 
am to revenge my Wrongs, 

Don Guz. Hold. 

Don Ped. Villain, defend thy ſelf. 

Leo. O Heaven! 

Don Guz. Yet hear me. 

Don Ped. What can'ſt thou ſay ? 

Don G:z. The Truth, as holy Heaven it ſelf is 
Truth. 1 heard the Shrieks and Cries of Leonora; what 
the Occaſion was 1 knew not, but ſhe repeated them 
with ſo much Vehemence, I found, whatever her Di- 
ſtreſs might be, her Succour muſt be ſudden; ſo leapt 
the Wall that parts our Houſes, and flew to her Aſſi- 
ſtance. Don Fohn can, if he pleaſe, inform you more, 

Don Ped. Aſide.] Mankind's a Villain, and this may 
be true; yet tis too monſtrous for a quick Conception. 
I ſhou'd be cautious how I wrong Don Fohn. Sure tis 
not right to balance. I yet have but their Words againſt 
their Words; I know Don John for my Friend, and 

Guzman 
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Guzman for my Rival, What can be clearer? Yet 
hold: If Leonora's innocent, ſhe may untangle all. 

Madam, I ſhou'd be glad to know (if I have fo much 
Intereſt left) which way your Evidence will point my 
Sword? 
Leo. My Lord, I'm inthe ſame perplexity with you: 
All I can ſay is this; one of them came to force me, 
Cother to ſave me: but the Night confounding the Villa- 
ny of the Guilty with the Generoſity of the Innocent, 
I ſtill am ignorant to which I owe my Gratitude or 
my Reſentment. | 

Don G«z. But, Madam, did you not hear me cry I 
came to help yon ? 

Leo, I own it, 

Don John. And did you not hear me threaten to de- 
ftroy the Author of your Fears ? 

Leo, I can't deny it. 

Don G«z. What can there be more to clear me? 

Don John, Or me ? 

Don Ped. Yet one's a Villain till, 
[Aſide.] My Confuſion but increaſes : yet why confus'd ? 
It is, it muſt be Guzman. But how came Don Fohn 
here? Right. Guzman has ſaid how he came to her 
Aid, but Alvarada. cou'd not enter but by Treaſon, 
Then periſh 

Don GAK. Who? 

Don John. Who? 

Don Ped. Juſt Gods! inſtrut me who. 

Don Felix knocks. 

Don Fel. [WVithin.] Let me in, open the Door. 

Leo. Tis my Father. 

Don Ped. No matter, keep the Door faſt. 
[ Aſde.] I'll have this matter go no further, till I can 
reach the depth on't. Don Guzman, leave the Houſe; 
I muſt ſuſpend my Vengeance for a time. 

Don Guz. I obey you; but I'll loſe my Life, or ſhew 
my Innocence. [Exit Don Guz. 

Don Fel. | Within. ] Open the Door, why am I kept 


out ? 
Don 
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Don Ped. Don John, follow me by this back way: 


And you, Leonora, retire. [Exit Leonora. 
Don John. | Aſide, following Don Ped.] If Don Guz- 


man's Throat were cut, wou'd not this Buſtle end! 


— Yes -—— Why then if his Throat be not cut, 
may this Buſtle end me. 


ACT W. 
S CE N E, Don Guzman's Houſe. 


Enter Don Guzman, and Galindo. 


Don Guz. ¶Muſing.] Alindo 
4 G Gal. Sir. 

Don Guz. Try if you can ſee Jacinta, let her pri- 
vately know I wou'd fain ſpeak with her, 

Gal, It ſhall be done, Sir, [ Exit Gal. 

Don Guzman ſolus. 

Sure Villany and Impudence were never on the 
ſtretch before! This Traitor has wreckt them till they 
crack, To what a Plunge the Villain's Tour has brought 
me. Pedro's Reſentment muſt at laſt be pointed here: 
But that's a Trifle, had he not ruin'd me with Leonora, 
I eaſily had paſs'd him by the reſt. —— What's to be 
done? Which way ſhall I convince her of my Inno- 
cence? The Blood of him, who has dar'd declare me 

uilty, may ſatisfy my Vengeance, but not aid my 
ve. No, I'm loſt with her for ever 
Enter Jacinta. 
Speak; is't not ſo, Jacinta? Am I not ruin'd with 
the virtuous Leonora ? 

Jac. One of you, I ſuppoſe, is. 

Don Guz. Which doſt thou think ? 

Jac. Why he that came to ſpoil all, who ſhou'd 


it de? 
Don 
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Don Guz. Pr'ythee be ſerious with me if thou can'ſt 
for one ſmall Moment, and adviſe me which way 1 ſhall 
take to convince her of my Innocence, That it was 1 
that came to do her Service? 

Jacin. Why you both came to do her Service, did not 
you ? 

Don Guz. Still trifling ? 

Jacin. No by my Troth, not J. 

Don Guz. Then turn thy Thoughts to eaſe me in my 
Torment, and be my faithful Witneſs to ker, That Hea- 
ven and Hell and all their Wrath I imprecate, if ever 
once I knew one fleeting Thought, that durſt propofe 
to me ſo impious an Attempt. No Jacinta, I love her 
well; but love with that humility, whatever Miſery 1 
feel, my Torture ne'er ſhall urge me on to ſeize, more 
than her Bounty gives me leave to take, 

Jacin. And the Murrain take ſuch a Lover, and his 
Humility both, ſay I. Why ſure, Sir, you are not in 
earneſt in this Story, are you? 

Don Guz. Why doft thou queſtion it ? 

Jacin. Becauſe I really and ſeriouſly thought you in- 
Nocenr. 

Don Gux. Innocent! What doſt thou mean: 

Jacin. Mean! Why what ſhou'del mean? I mean 
thatT concluded you lov'd my Lady to that degree, you 
rou'd not live without her: And that the thought of her 
being given up to another, made your Paſſion flame out 
like Mount Etna: That upon this your love got the 
Bridle in his Teeth, and ran away with you into her 
Chamber, where that impertinent Spy upon her and 
you, Don John, follow'd, and prevented farther proofs 
of your Affection. 

Don Guz, Why ſur . 

Jacin. Why ſure, thus 1 thought it was, and thus 
fhe thinks it is. If you have a mind in the depth of 
your Diſcretion to convince her of your Innocence— 
May your Innocence be your Reward; I'm ſure were l 
in her place, you ſhou'd never have any other from me: 

Don Gux. Was there then no Merit, in flying to her 
Aſſiſtance when 1 heard her Cries. 


TFacin: 


— 
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Jacin. As much as the Conſtable and the Watch 
might have pretended to. ſomething to drink. 

Don Guz. This is all Rallery, 'tis impoſſible ſhe can 
be pleas'd with ſuch an Attempt. EE 

Jacin. 'Tis impoſſible ſhe can be pleas'd with being 
reduc'd to make the Attempt upon you. 

Don Gu⁊. But was this a proper way to ſave her{Bluſhes ? 

Jacin. 'Twas in the dark, that's one way. 

Don Gu«z. But it muſt look like downright Violation; 

Jacin. 't it did not feel like it, what did that fignify:? 
Come, Sir, Waggery apart: You know I'm your Ser- 
vint, | have given you proofs on't. Therefore don't 
diſtruſt me now if I tell you, this Quarrel may be made 
up with the Wife, tho' perhaps not with the Husband. 
In ſhort, ſhe thinks you were firſt in her Chamber, and 
has not the worſe Opinion of you for it; ſhe makes 
allowance for your Sufferings, and has ſtill Love enough 
for you, not to be difpleas'd with the utmoſt Proofs you 
can give, that you have ſtill a warm remain for her. 

Don Guz. If this be true, and that ſhe thought 'cwwas 
me, why did the cry out to expoſe me? 

Jacin. Becauſe at that time ſhe did not think "was 
you. Will that content you ? And now ſhe does 
think 'twas you, your Buſineſs is to let her think ſo on; 
forin a word, I can ſee ſhe's concern'd at the Danger 
ſhe has brought you into, and I believe wou'd be hear- 
tily glad to ſee you well out on't. 

Don Guz. 'Tis Impoſlible ſhe can forgive me. 

Facia. Oons —— Now Heaven forgive me, for I 
had a great Oath upon the very tip of my Tongue; 
you'd make one mad with your Impoilibles, and your In- 
nocence, and your Humilities. Sdeath Sir, d'you think 
a Woman makes no diſtinction between the Aſſaults of a 
Man ſhe likes and one ſhe don't? My Lady hates Don 
John, and if ſhe thought 'twas he had done this Job, 
ſhe'd hang him for't in her own Garters; ſhe likes you, 
and if you ſhou'd do ſuch another, you might ſtill die 
in your Bed like a Biſhop for her. 

Don Guz: Well, 1'il diſpute no farther. I put my 
ſelf into thy hands. What am I to do next: 


Jacin, 
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Jacin. Why, do as ſhe bids you; be in the way at 
the old Rendezvous, ſhe'll take the firſt Occaſion ſhe 
can to ſpeak to you; and when you meet, do as | bid 
you, and inſtead of your Innocent and Humble, be 
Guilty and Reſolute, Your Miftreſs is now marry'd, 
Sir, conſider that, She has chang'd her;Situation, and 
ſo muſt you your Battery. Attack a Maid gently, a Wife 
warmly, and be as rugged with a Widow as you can, 
Good buy t'ye, Sir. [ Fxeunt ſeveral Wiys. 


SCENE, Dea Felix's Houſe. 


Enter Den Pedro ſolas. 

In what diſtraction have I paſt this Night? Sure J 
ſhall never cloſe my Eyes again, No Rack can equal 
what I feel, Wounded in both my Honour and my 
Love; they have pierc'd me in two tender parts. 
Let cou'd I take my juſt Revenge, it wou'd in ſome 
degree aſſuage my Smart. O guide me Heaven to 
that Cordial-drop ——— Hold! A Glance of Light 
I think begins to — Yes Right, When 
yeſterday I brought Don Jokn hither, was not Den 
Felix much diſturb'd ? He was; and why ?——— 
That may be worth enquiring. But ſomething more 
occurs. At my arrival in this City, was I not told two 
Cavaliers were warm in the purſuit of Leonora? One L 
remember well they nam'd ; *twas Guzman : The other, 
I am yet a ſtranger to. | fear I ſhall not be ſo long 
"Tis Alvarada; O the Traitor! yer | may wrong him 
much. I have Guzmaz's own Confeſſion that he paſt 
the Wall to come to Le nora ——O, but 'twas to her 
Aſſiſtance - And ſo it might, and he a Villain ſtil]. 
W hat were 
—— That's dark But whatſo- 
e'cr they were, he came to her Aſſiſtance, Death be 
his Portion for his ready Service, 

Enter Don Felix, 

Don Fel. You avoid me, Don Pedro; 'tis not well. 
Am I not your Father, have you not reaſon to believe 
Iam your Friend ? Fe | 


Don 
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Don Ped. I have. 

Don Fel. Why do you not then treat me like a Fa- 
ther and a Friend? The Myſtery you make to me of 
laſt Night's diſturbance, I take unkindly from you. 
Come tell me your Grief, that if I can I may alluage 
It, 

Don ped. Nothing but Vengeance can give me eaſe, 

Don Fel. If I deſire to know your Wrongs, tis to 
aſliſt you in revenging 'em. 

Don bed. Know then, that laſt Night in this Apart- 
ment I found Don Cura 2nd Don John. 

Don Fel. Guzman and Alrarada? 

Don Ped. Yes; and Leonora almoſt naked between 
them, crying out for Aid. 

Don Fel. Were they both guilty ? 

Don Ped. One was come to force her, t'other to 
reſcue her. 

Don Fel. Which was the Criminal? 

Don Ped. Of that I yet am ignorant. They accuſe 
each other. 

Don Fel. Can't your Wife determine it? 

Don Ped. The Darkneſs of the Night put it out of 
her power | 

Don Fel. But I perhaps may _ ſome Light to aid 
you. I have part in the Affront: And tho' my Arm's 
too old and weak to ſerve you, my Counſel may be 
uſeful to your Vengeance, Know then, that Don Guz» 
man has a long time purſu'd my Daughter; and I as 
reſolutely refus'd his Suit: Which however has not hin- 
_ him from ſearching all Occaſions to ſee and ſpeak 
to her. 

Don John, on his ſide— | 
F Don Ped. Don John's my Friend, and I am confi- 
ent | 

Don Fel. That Confidence deſtroys you. Hear my 
Charge, and be your ſelf his Judge. He too has been 
a preſſing Suitor to my Davghter. 

Don Ped, Impoſſible. | | 

. Don Fel. To me tay ſelf, he has own'd his Love to 
er. 
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Don Ped. Good Gods! Yet ſtill this leaves the My- 
ſtery where it was; this Charge is equal. 

Don Fel. 'Tis true; but yonder's one (if you can 
make her ſpeak) I have Reaſon to believe can tell us 
more, Ho, Facinta / 

; | Enter Jacinta, 

Facin. Do you call me, Sir? 

Dan Fel. Yes; Don Pedro wou'd ſpeak with you. 
[To Don Pedro aſide.) Il leave you with her; preſs 

er both by Threats and Promiſes, and if you find your 
Wife in fault, old as I am, her Father too, I“ raiſe 
my Arm to pluoge this Wagger in her Breaſt; and by 
the Fermety convince the 
to me than my Child, [Exit Don Fel. 

Don Ped, [aſide,] Heaven grant me 3 ſtifle my 
Rage, till *us time to let Vengeance fly. 

Facinta, come near: | have tome Buſineſs with you. 

Facin, [ aſide.] His Buſineſs with me at this time can 
be good for nothing, I doubt. 

[ Facin. to Don Ped.) What Commands have you, 
Sir, for me? for I'm not very well. 

Don Ped. What's your dilorder ? 


Facin, A little ſort of a ſomething towards an Ague, 


I think. 

Don Ped. You don't ſeem fo ill, but you may tel! 
me 

Baue, O, Ican tell you nothing, Sir, I aſſure you. 

on Ped. You anſwer me before you hear my 

Queſtion, That looks as if you knew 

Fatin. I know that what you are a going to ask me, 
is a Secret I'm out at. 

Don Ped. (offering her 4 Purſe.) Then this ſhall let 
thee into it. | 

Facin, I know nothing of the matter. 

Don Ped. Come, tell me all, and take thy Reward. 

22 I know nothing of the matter, I ſay. 


on Ped. drawing his Sword.) Speak; or by all the 


Flame and Fire of Hell Eternal 
Joon. O Lard, O Lard, O Lard! 
n Ped. Speak; or th'art dead. 

| Jacin. 


orld, my Honour's dearer 


| 
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Jacin. But if I do ſpeak, ſhan't II be dead for all 
that ? 

Don Ped. Speak, and thou art ſafe, | 

Jacin. Well O Lard — I'm fo frighted ——— 
But if I muſt ſpeak then — O dear heart — give 
me the Purſe. 

Don Ped. There. 

Jacin. Why truly, between a Purſe in one's hand — 
and ——— Aa Sword in one's Guts, I think there's 
little room left for debate. 

Don Ped. Come, begin, I'm impatient. 

Jacin. Begin! let me ſee; where ſhall I begin? at 
Don Guzman, I think, 

Don Ped. What of him? 

Jacin. Why he has been in love with my Lady theſe 
ſix Years, 

* * Ped. I know it; but how has ſhe receiv'd 
im ? 

Jacin. Receiv'd him! Why —— as young Maids 
uſe to receive handſome Fellows; at firſt ill, after- 
wards better. 

Don Ped. [aſide.] Furies! 

Did they ever meet? 

Jacin. A little. 

Don Ped. By Day or Night ? 

Jacin. Both, 

Don Ped, Diſtraction! Where was their Rendez- 
vous ? 

2 Where they cou'd not do one another much 

ood. 
4 Don Ped. As how? 

Jacin. As through a Hole in a Wall. 

Don Ped. The Strumpet banters me : Be ſerious, 
Inſolence, or 1 ſhall ſpoil your Gaiety ; l'm not diſ pos'd 
to Mirth. 

Jacin. Why I am ſerious, if you like my Story the 
better for't. 

Don Ped, [aſide.] How miſerable a Wretch am 1! 

Jacin. 1 tell you there's a Wall parts their two Hou- 
ſes, and in that Wall there's a Hole. How the Wall 
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came by the Hole, I cant tell; mayhap by chance, 
mayhap by no chance; but there 'tis, and there they 
uſe to prattle. 

Don Ped, And this is Truth ? 

Jacin. I can't bate you a word on't, Sir. 

Don Ped. When did they meet there laſt ? 

Jacin. Yeſterday ; I ſuppoſe 'twas only to bid one 
another adieu. 

Don Ped. Ah Jacinta, thou has pierc'd my Soul. 

Facin. | aſide. } And yet I han't told you halt I cou'd 
tell you, my Don. 

Don Ped. Where is the Place you ſpeak of ? 

Joon. There *tis, if you are curious. 

on Ped, When they wou'd ſpeak with one another, 
what's the Call: 

Jacin. Tinkle, Tiakle. 

Don Ped. A Bell? 

Facaip. It is. 

Don Ped. Ring. 

acin, What do you mean, Sir? 
Don Ped. [haſiily.) Ring. 

Jacin. Tis done 

Don Ped. [aſide.] I'll make uſe of her to examine 
him. 

Does he come ? 

Facin, Not yet. 

Don Ped. Pull again. 

Jacin. You muſt give him time, Sir: My Lady al- 
ways does ſo. 

Don Ped. I hear ſomething. 

Jacin, Tis he. 

Don Gu. [uit hin.] Who's there? 

Don Ped. [ſeftiy.] Say you are Leonora. 

| Dumb ſhow of her unwillingneſs,'and his thraat ning. 

Jacin. | ſoftly.) 'Tis Leonora. 

Don Guz. What are your Commands, Madam ? Is 
it poſſible ſo unfortunate a Wretch as I can be capable 
of ſerving you? 

[ Don Fed, whiſpers Jaciata, who ſeems backward to 

Jteak.] | 


Jacin. 
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acin. I come to ask you, how you cou'd ſo far for- 
get that infinite Regard you have profeſs d, to make an 
Attempt ſo dangerous both to your ſelf and me; and 
which, with all the Eſteem and Love I haveever borne 
you, you ſcarce cou'd hope I ever ſhou'd forgive you, 
Don G:#z. Alas! my Hopes and Fears were vaniſh'd 


pot EH © OO 


too. My Counſel, was my Love and my Deſpair, If 5 
they advis'd me wrong, of them complain, for it was 1 
you who made em my Directors. 
Don Ped. ¶Aſide.] The Villain owns the Fact. It 1 
ſeems he thinks he has not much to fear, fromher Re- F in 
ſentment. O Torture! N 
Enter Leonora. * 
Facin. | Aſide.) So, She's here; that's as I expected: * 
now we are blown up. th 
Leo. [aſide, not ſeeing them.] If I don't miſtake, I to 
heard Don Guzman's Call. I can't refuſe to anſwer it; 90 


forgive me, Gods, and let my Woman's Weakneſs plead If 


my Cauſe How! My Husband here! Nay me 
then — — ö Sti 
Don Ped. You ſeem diſorder'd, Madam; pray was pr 
may be the Cauſe ? 1 
Leo, [confusd,) I don't know really ; I'm not — my 
! I don't know that ; Go! 
i Don Ped. Youdid not know that I was here, I gueſs. I 
Leo, Yes I did, and — — — came to ſpeak with you. T 
Don Ped. I'm not at preſent in a talking Humour, Jac 
| but if your Tongue is ſer to Converſation, there's one 3 
behind the Wall will entertain you. Sir, 
Don G#z, But is it poſſible, fair Leonara, that you Mad 
can pardon my Attempt ? 2 

[i Don Ped, [to Leo.] You hear him, Madam; he dares 
1 own it to you. f 1/, 
| Leo. [aſide] Jacinta winks; 1 gueſs what Scene they Pear 
have been acting here. My Part is now to play. Le, 
[To Don Ped.] I ſce, Sir, he dares own it: Nor is he Dc 
the firſt Lover has preſum'd beyond the Countenance I/a 


he ever has recciv d. Pray draw near, and hear what | the 8. 
he has moreto 14 It is my Intereſt you ſhou'd know mom 
s ever paſt between us. Vo 
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Leo. [to Don Gux.] I fain wou'd know, Don Guz- 
man, whether in the whole Conduct of my Life, you 
have known one ſtep, that cou'd encourage you to hope 
I eyer cou'd be yours, but on the terms of Honour 
which you ſought me ? 

Don Guz. Not one. 

Lop. Why then ſhou'd you believe I cou'd forgive 
the taking that by force, which you already were con- 
vinc'd 1 valu'd more the keeping, than my Life? 

Don Gx. Had my Love been as temperate as yours, 
1 with your Reaſon had perhaps debated. But not 
in Reaſon, but in Flames, I flew to Leonora. 

Leo, If ſtrong Temptation be allow'd a Plea, Vice, 
in the worſt of ſhapes, has much to urge: No, cou'd 
any thing have ſhaken me in Virtue, it muſt have been 
the ftrength of it in you. Had you ſhone bright enough 
to dazzle me, | blindly might have miſt the Path I meant 
to tread ; But now you have clear'd my ſight for ever, 
If therefore from this moment more, you dare to let 
me know one Thought of Love, tho” in the humbleſt 
Stile, expect to be a Sacrifice to him you attempt to 
wrong. Farewel. [She retires from him. 

Don Guz. O ſtay and hear me. I have wron2'd 
my ſelf, I'm innocent; by all that's Sacred, Juſt and 
Good, I'm innocent, 

Don Ped. [aſide.] What does he mean? 

Don. G#z. I have own'd a Fact I am not guiity of; 
Jacinta can inform you, ſhe knows I never —— 

Jacin. 1 know! The Man's mad; Pray be gone, 
Sir, my Lady will hear no more, I'll ſhut him out, 
Madam, ſhan't I ? [She ſours the Hole. 

Leo. I have no farther Buſineſs with hm, 

Enter \ſ{abella hyflily, 

Iſab. O Heavens, Leonora, where are you? Dos 
Pedro, you can :ſſiſt me better. 

Leo, What's the matter? 

Don Fed. What is it, Madam, I can ferv* you in? 

Iſab. In what the Peace of my whole Lite conſiſts, 
the Safety of my Brother; Don John's Servant has this 
moment left me a Letter for him, which I have open'd, 
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knowing there is an Animoſity of ſome time between 
'em. 
Don Fed. Well, Madam! | 

Iſab. O dear, it is a Challenge, and what to do I 
know not; if l ſhew it my Brother, he'll immediately 
fly to the place appointed: and if 1 don't, he'll be ac- 
cus'd of Cowardice, One way I riſque his Life, 't'other 
I ruin his Honour. 

Don Ped, What wou'd you have me do, Madam? 

hab. I'll tell you, Sir: 1 only beg you'll go to the place 
where Don John expects him; tell him I have inter- 
cepted his Letter, and make him promiſe you he'll ſend 
no more: By this generous Charity you may hinder two 
Men (whoſe Picques are on a frivolous occaſion) from 
murdering one another; and by this good Office, you'll 
repay the ſmall Debt you owe my Brother, for flying 
laſt Night to Leonora's Succour; and doubly pay the 
Obligation you have to me upon the ſame occaſion, 

Don Ped. What Obligation, Madam? I am igno- 


rant; pray inform me. 


Iſab. 'Twas I, Sir, that firſt heard Leonora's Cries, 
and rais'd my Brother to her Aid. Pray let me receive 
the ſame aſſiſtance from your Prudence, which you have 
had from my Care, and my Brother's Generoſity. But 

ray loſe no time. Don John is perhaps already on the 
pot, and not meeting my Brother, may ſend a ſecond 
Meſſage, which may be fatal. 

Don Ped. Madam, be at reſt; you ſhall be ſatisfy'd, 
I' go this moment. I'll only ask you firſt whether 
you are ſure you heard my Wife call out for Succour, 
before your Brother paſt the Wall? 

Iſab. I did; why do you ask that Queſtion ? 

Don Ped. I have a reaſon, you may be ſure, 
9 Juſt Heaven I adore thee, the Truth at laſt 

ines clear, and by that Villain 4lvarada I'm betray'd. 
But enough, I'll make uſe of this Occaſion for my 
Vengeance. [To Iſab.] Where, Madam, is it, Don 
John is waiting? 


Jab. But here, in a ſmall Field behind the Garden. 
| Don 
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Don Ped. [aſide.] His Blood ſhall do me Reaſon for 
his Treichery. 


Iſab. Will you go there directly? 

Don Ped. I will. Be ſatisfy'd. Ex. Don Ped, 

Leo. You weep, Jſabella. 

Jab. You ſee my trouble for a Brother, for whom 
I wou'd die, and a Lover for whom I wou'd liye, 
They both are Authors of my Grief. 

Leo. They both are Inſtruments of my Misfortune, 


| 
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Enter Lopez. 


O H O, my good Signior Don John, you are miſ- 
taken in your Man; 1 am your humble V alet, 
*tis true, and Iam to obcy you: but when you have got 
the Devil in your Body, and are upon your Rantipole 
Adventures, you ſhall —— it by your ſelf for Lobex. 
Yonder he is, waiting for poor Gaz an, with a Sword 
of a Fathom and a half, a Dagger for cloſe Engage- 
ment; and (if I don't miſtake) a Pocket Piſtol for ex- 
traordinary Occaſions. I think I am notinthe wrong to 
keep a little out of the way: Thele matters will end in 
a Court of Juſtice, or I'm wrong in my foreſight : 
Now that being a place where I am preity well known, 
and nat over-much reputed, I believe "tis beſt, neither 
to come in for Priſoner nor Evidence. But hold; yon- 
der comes another Toledo, Don Guzman | preſume, 
but I preſume wrong, tis who is'? Dun Pedro, 


by all the Powers. What the Pox does he here, or 
what the Pox do I here? I'm ſure as matters ſtand, I 
ought to fly him like a Creditor; but he lees me, tis 
tod late to flip him 

' Enter Don Pedro. 
Don Ped, How now, Lo/ez, where are you going? 
OG 2 L 
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Lop. I'm going, Sir, 1 —— I'm going — if you 
* I'm _ about my Buſineſs, 1 a 

Don Ped. From whence do you come? 

Lop. Only, only Sir, from — taking the Air a little, 
I'm mightily muddled with a Whur — round about in 
my Head for this day or two, I'm going home to be 
let Blood, as faſt as 1 can, Sir, 

Don Ped. Hold, Sir, 1'Il let you Blood here. 

This Raſeal may have borne ſome part in this late 
Adventure: He's a Coward, I'll try to frighten it out 
of him. 

Seixing him by the Collar, and drawing his Po- 

niard.] 

You Traitor you, ya'are dead. 

Lop. Mercy, Don Pedro. 
Don Ped, Are you not a Villian!? [Lop. Keeling, 
Lop. Yes if you pleaſe. 

Don Ped. Is there ſo great a one upon Earth? 

Lop, With reſpe&t to my Maſter? No. 

Don Ped. Prepare then to die. 
Lop. Give me but time, and 1 will, Bur noble Don 
Pedro, juſt Don Pedro, generous Don Pedro, what is 
it I have done? 

Don Ped. What if thou dar'ſt deny, I'll plunge this 
Dagger deep into thy Throat, and drive the Fal ſhood 
to thy Heart again. Therefore take heed, and on thy 
Life declare; didſt thou not this laſt Night open my 
doors to let Don Guzman in? * 

Lop. Don Guzman / 

Don Ped. Don Guzman? Yes, Don Guzman, Trai- 
tor, him. 

Lop. Now may the Sky cruſh me, if I let in Don 
C:izman, 

Don Ped. Who did you let in then? It wan't your 
Maſter ſure! if it was him, you did your Duty, 1 have 
no mere to ſay. 

Lop. Why then if I let in any body elſe, I'm a Son 
of a Whore. [ Riſeng. 


— 


Don Ped, Did he order you beforehand, or did you 


do't upon his knocking ? 
Let, 


ing , 
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Top. Why he; I'll tell you, Sir, he — pray put up 
that Brilliant, it ſparkles ſo in my Eyes, it almoſh 
blinds me — thank you, Sir, [Don Ped, puts it up. 

Why, Sir, I'll tell you juſt how the matter was, but 
I hope you won't conſider me as a Party. | 

Don Ped Go on, thou art ſafe. 

Lop, Why then, Sir, when (for our Sins) you had 
left us, ſays my Maſter to me, Lopez, ſays he, go and 
ſtay at old Don Felix's Houſe, till Don Pedro returns, 
they'll paſs thee for his Servant, and think he has ore 
der'd thee to ſtay there, And then, ſays he, doſt hear, 
open me the Door by Leonora's Apartment to-night, 
for I have a little buſineſs, ſays he, to do there. 

Don Ped, | Aſide.) Perfidious Wretch! 

Cop. Indeed, I was at firſt a littly wreſty, and ſtood 
off ; being ſuſpicious (for I knew the Many that there 
might be ſome ill Intentions. But he knew me too, 
takes me upon the weak fide, whips out a long Sword, 
and by the ſame Means makes me do the thing, as you 
have made me diſcover it, —[ A{s4e.] There's neither 
Liberty nor Property in this Land, ſince the Blood of 
the Bourbons came amongſt us. | 

Don Ped. Then you let him in, as he bid you ? 

Lop. I did: If I had not, 1 had never liv'd to tell 
you the Story, Yes, I let him in, 

Don Ped. And what follow'd ? 

Lop. Why he follow'd. 

Don Ped. What? 

Top. His Inclinatfons. 

Don Ped. Which way ? 

Lop. The old Way; To a Woman, 

Don Ped. Confound him ! 

Lop. In ſhort, he got to Madam's Chamber, and be- 
fore he had been there long, (tho* you know, Sir, a 
little time goes a great way in ſome matters) I heard 
ſuch a clutter of ſmall Shot, Murder, Murder, Murder, 
Rape, Fire, Help, and ſo forth But hold, here 
he comes himſelf, and can give you a more circum- 
ſtantial account of the Skirmiſh, 


G 3 
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Don Ded. 1 thank th-e He ven tt, for having 
pointed me to the Victim I 2m to fac; te. [Ex. Lop. 
nter Don Jahr. 
Drauing.]I W . deteng y (elf. 


Don John. W ! von mern: 
Don Fed. To pu + | raitor, 


Don Jobs. Where. 

Don Fed. In the Heart 2 ſworn Friend. 

Don John. | /ſide.] i 'aw Lopez go from him; 
Without doubt he +3 told him all. [To Don Ped, ] 
Of what am 1 ſulpected ? 

Den Ped. Of betraying the greateſt Truſt that Man 
eou'd place in Man. 

Don John. And be whom am I accug'd? 

Don ed. By me: Have at thy Traitor's Heart. 

Don John. Hol! And be not quite a Madman. 
Pedro. You know me well: You know I am not 
backward upon theſe Occaſions, nor ſhall I refuſe you 
any Satisfaction you'll demand; but firſt, I will be 
heard, aid tell you, That for a Man of Senſe, youare 
pleas'd to make very odd Concluſions. 

Don Ped. Why, what is't puflible thou canſt invent 
to clear thy felf? 

Don John. To clear my ſelf! Of what? I'm to be 
thank'd for what I have;done, and not reproach'd. I 
find 1 have been an Afs, and puſt'd my A 
to that Point, you find not Virtue in your ſelf enoug 
to conceive it in another. But henceforward, I ſhall 
be a better Husband on't. 

Don Ped. 1 ſhou'd be loth to find Ingratitude cou'd 
e er be juſtly clings upon me: But after what your 
Servant has confels'd 

Don John, My Servant! right, my Servant! The 
very thing I gueſs'd. Fy, fy, Don Pedro; Is't from 
a Servant's Mouth a Friend condemns a Friend ? or can 
Servants always judge at whar their Maſters outward 
Actions point? But ſome Allowances I ſhow'd make 
for the wild Agitation you muſt needs be in, I'm there- 
fore calm, and thus far paſs all by. 


Don 
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Don Ped. It you are innocent, Heaven be my Aid, 
that I may find you ſo. But ſtill — 

Don John, But ftill you wrong me, if you till ſuſ- 

et, Hear then, in ſhort, my part of this Adventure. 
Tn order to acquit my ſelf of the Charge you laid upon 
me in your Abſence, I went laſt Night, juſt as 'twas 
dark, to view the ſeveral Approaches to the Houſe 
where you had left your Wife; and I obſerv'd not far 
from one of the back Doors, two Perſons in cloſe ea- 
ger Conference : I was diſguis'd, ſo ventur'd to paſs 
near em, and by a word or two I heard, I found 'twas 
Guzman talking to Facinta. My Concern for your 
Honour, made me at firſt reſolve to call him to an im- 
mediate account. But then — that I might poſ- 
fibly o'er-hear ſome part of their Diſcourſe, — by that 
judge of Leonora's Thoughts, I rein'd my Paſſion in; 
and by the help of an advancing Buttreſs, which kept 
me from their ſight, I learnt the black Conſpiracy. Don 
Guzman ſaid, he had great Complaint to make; and 
ſince his honourable Love had been ſo ill return'd, 
he could with eaſe forgive himſelf, if by ſome rougher 
means he ſhould procure, what Prayers and Tears and 
Sighs had urg'd in vain. 

n Ped, Go on. x 

Don Fohn. His kind Aſſiſtant clos'd ſmoothly with 
him, andinform'd him with what eaſe that very Night 
ſhe'd introduce him to her Chamber. At laſt, they part- 
ed, with this agreement, That at ſome Overture in a 
Wall, he ſhould expect her to inform him when Leo- 
nora Was in Bed, and all the Coaſt was clear. 

Don Ped. Diſpatch the reſt Ist poſſible after 
all he ſhould be innocent ! 

Don Fohn.I muſt confeſs the Reſolution taken, made 
me tremble for you: How to prevent it now and for 
ever, was my next care. I immediately order'd Lopez, 
to go lie at Don Felix's, and to open me the door when 
all the Family were in Bed, He did as I directed him. 
I enter'd, and in the dark found my way to Leonora's 
Apartment; I found the Door open, at which 1 was 
ſurpriz'd, I thought I heard ſome ſtirring in her 4 

G4 er, 
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ber, and in an inſtant heard her cry for Aid. At 
this I drew, and ruſh'd into the Room which Guzman 
alarm'd at, cry'd out to her aſſiſtance. His ready Impu- 
dence, I muſt confeſs, at fiſt quite ſtruck me ſpeechleſs; 
but in a moment J regain'd my Tongue, il loud Pro- 
claim'd the Traitor. 

Don Ped Is't poſſible! 

Don John. Yet more: your Arrival hindring me at 
chat time from taking vengeance for your Wrong, I 
at this Inſtant expect bim here, to puniſh him (with 
Heaven's righteous Aid) for daring to attempt my Ruin 
with the Man, whoſe Friendſhip I prefer to all the Bleſ- 
fings Heaven and Earth diſpente, 

And now, Non Pedro, I have told you this, if ſtill 
you have a mind to take my Life, I ſhall defend it 
with the ſelf ſame warmth, I intended to expoſe it in 
your Service, [ Draws, 

Don Ped. [ Aſide.) If I did not know he was in love 
with Leonera, I could be eaſily ſurpriz'd with what he 
has told me, But - But yet 'tis certain he has de- 
ſtroyed the Proofs againſt him; and if I only hold him 
guilty as a Lover, why muſt Don Guzman pals for in- 
nocent ? Good Gods, I am again returning te my Doubts ? 

Don John. Aſide.) I have at laſt reduc'd him to a 
Balance, but one Lye more toſt in, will turn the Scale. 

To Don Ped.] One Obligation more, my Friend, you 
owe me; I thought to have let it paſs, but it ſhall out. 
Know then, I lov'd, like you, the beauetous Lecnora; 
but from the moment I obſerv'd how deep ber Dart had 
piered you, I tore my Paſſion from my bleeding Heart, 
and ſacrificd my Happineſs to yours. Now, I have no 
more to plead ; if ſtill you think your Vengeance is my 
due, come pay it me. 

Don Ped. Rather ten thouſand Poniards ſtrike me 
dead. O Alvarada Can you forgive a wild diſtracted 
Friend? Gods! Whither was my jealous Frenzy leading 
me? Can you forget this barbarous Injury? 

Don Fohn, I can : No more. But for the future, 
think me what I am, a faithful and a zealous Friend. 
Retire, and leave me here, In a few moments I hope 

te 
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to bring you farther Proofs on't. Guzman I inſtantly 
expect, leave me to do you Juſtice on him. 

Don Ped. That muſt not be. My Revenge can 
ne'er be ſatisfy'd by any other hand but this, 

Don John. Then let that do't, You'llin a moment 
have an opportunity, 

Don Ped. You miſtake, he won't be here. 

Don John. How ſo? 

Don Ped. He has not had your Challenge. His Siſter 
intercepted it, and defir'd I wou'd come to prevent 
the Quarrel. 

Don Fohn. What then is to be done ? 

Don Ped. I'll go and find him out immediately. 

Don Fohn. bas well: Or hold Aſide.] I 
muſt hinder em from talking, Goſſiping may diſcover 
me, | 
Yes : Let's go and find him: Or let me ſee—— 
Ay——*twill do better, 

Don Ped. What? | 

Don Fohy. Why—— That the Puniſhment ſhould 
ſuic the Crime. | 

Don Ped. Explain. 

Don Fohn. Attack him by his own Laws of War 
*Twas in the Night he would have had your Honour, - 
and in the Night you ought to have his Life. 

Don Ped. His Treaſon cannot take the Guilt from 
mine. 

Don John. There is no Guilt in fair Retaliation, 
When tis a point of Honour founds the Quarrel, the 
Laws of Sword-Men muſt be kept, tis true: But if a 
Thief glides in to ſeize my Treaſure, methinks I may 
return the Favour on my Dagger's Point, as well as 


with my Sword of Ceremony ſix times as long. 


Don Ped. Yet ſtill the nobler Method I wou'd chooſe ; 

it better ſatisfies the Vengeanceof a Man of Honour, 
Don Fohn. I own it, were you ſure you ſhou'd ſuc- 
ceed : But the Events of Combatsare uncertain. Your 
Enemy may ſcape you: You perhaps may only wound 
him; you may be parted. Believe me, Pedro, the In- 
jury's too great for a PunG/)io Sausfaftion, 
„ Dox, 
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Don Fed. Well, guide me as you pleaſe, ſo you di- 
wm me quickly to my Vengeance, What do you pro- 

oſe? 

Don John. That which is eaſy, as 'tis juſt to execute. 
The Wall he paſt, to attempt your Wife, let us get 
over to prevent his doing ſo any more, Twill let us 
into a private Apartment by his Garden, where every 
Evening in his amorous Solitudes he ſpends ſome time 
alone, and where I gueſs his late fair Scheme was drawn, 
The Deed done, we can retreat the way we enter'd; 
let me be your Pilot, 'tis now e'en dark, and the moſt 
proper time, | 

Don Ped. Lead on; 1'll follow you. 

Don John | A ſide.] How many Villanies I'm forc'd 
to act, to keep one ſecret! {Exenns. 


SCENE, Den Guzman's Apartment. 
Don Guzman, ſting, ſolus, 


With what Rigour does this unfaichfal Woman treat 
me 2 Is't poflible it can be ſhe, who appear'd to love mo 
with ſo much tenderneſs > How' little ſtreſs is to be laid 
upon a Woman's Heart? Sure they're not worth thoſe 
anxious Cares they give. [Ning] Then burſt my 
Chains, and give me room to ſearch for nobler Plea- 
ſures. I feel my Heart begin to mutiny for Liberty; 
there is a Spirit in it yet, will ſtruggle hard for Freedom: 
but So'itude's the worſt of Seconds. Ho, Sancho, Ga- 
Und, who waits there? Bring ſome Lights. Where 
are you? | 

Enter Galinda, rubbing his Eyes, and drunk. 

Galin. | cant well. tell, Do you want me, Sir? 

Don Cr. Yes, Sir, | Went vou. Why am I left in 
the daik? what were you doing ? 

Galin. Doing, Sir! was doing what one does 
when ore fler ps. Sir. 

Don Guz. Have vou no Lieht withou ? 

Gal. [Jawnir g.] Light! 


Ne, — —1 


have no Light, Lam us'd to Hard I can ſeep 


in the dark. Don 
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Don Guz. You have been drinking, you Raſcal, you 
are drunk, 

Gal, I have been drinking, Sir 'tis true, but I am 
not drunk, Every Man that is drunk, has been drink- 
ing; confeſs'd. But every Man that has been drinks 
ing, is not drunk. Confels that too. | 

Don Guz. Who is't has put you in this Condition, 
you Sot? 

Galin, , A very honeſt Fellow: Madam Leonora's 
Coachman, no body elſe. I have been making a lit- 
tle debauch with Madam Leonora's Coachman; yes. 

Don Guz. How came you to drink with him, Beaſt ? 

Galixz, Only per Complaiſance, Sir, The Coachman 
was to be drunk upon Madam's Wedding; and being 
a Friend, was deſired to take part. 

Don GAE. And ſo you Villain, you can make your ſelf 
merry, with what renders me miſerable. 

Galin. No, Sir, no; 'twas the Coachman was mer- 
ry: Idrank with Tears in my Eyes. The remembrance 
of your Misfortunes, made me ſo ſad, ſo ſad, that e- 
very Cup I ſwallow'd, was like a Cup of Poiſon to 
me, 

Don Guz. Without doubt. 

Galin, Yes; and to mortify my ſelf upon melancho- 
ly Matters, I believe I took down fifty. Yes. 

Don Gux. Go fetch ſome Lights, you drunken Sot 


u. 

76 . I will. If I can find the ( Feeling for the Door 

Door, that's to ſay The running 4- 

Devil's in the Door; I think tis ainſt it. 

grown too little for me Shrunk this wet Weather, 

1 preſume. [Ex. Galin, 
Don Guzman alone. 

Abſence, the old Remedy for Love, muſt e'en be 
mine: to ſtay and brave the Danger, were Preſumption: 
Farewel Valencia then, and farewel Leonora. And if 
thou can'ſt, my Heart, redeem thy Liberty; ſecure it 
by a Farewel eternal to her Sex. 1 
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He- enter Galindo, with a Candle, he falls, and puts: 


it out, 
Galin. Here's light, Sir — 80. 


tiſn Raſcal, come no more in my 
light. 


ber. 
[Ex. Don. Guz. 


Galin, Theſe Boards are ſo uneven ———— 
You ſhall ſee now 1 ſhall neither find Riſing. and feeling 
the Candle —— nor the Candleſtick; about for the 
it ſhan't be for want of ſearching Y Candle. 


however. 


your Companion to morrow, 
Enter Don Pedro and Don John: 


Don Ped, Where are we now ? 
Don John. We are in the Apartment I told you of 


Ten to one but 'tis he. 
Galin Don't I hear ſome what?: No 


when one has Wine in one's Head, one has ſuch a buſt le 


in one's Ears. + 
Don Pedro. [to Don John.] Who is that talking te 


himſelf? 
Don John. Tis his Servant, | know his Voice, keep 


fil}; 


ſight, I'll redeem by my Obedience, what I have loſt 

by my Debauch. I'll go ſleep twelve Hours in ſome me- 
lancholy Hole where the Devil ſhan't find me. Yes. 

Fx. Galin. 

Don John He's gone; but huſh, I hear ſome body 


coming. 
Don Guz, Ho there, will no body bring light? 
Behind ihe Scene; 
Don Ped. 'Tis Guzman. 
Don Fohn. 'Tis ſo, prepare. 


Don Ped. Shall I own my-Weakneſs, I feel an in- 


ward Check; I wiſh this could be done ſome other 
Way. 
- Don 


Don Guz. Well done. You ſot- ) Paſſing angriiy in- 
; to another Cham-. 


O ho, have I got you? enough, 1'll look for 


Softly ——— I hear ſomething ſtir — 


Galin. Well; ſince my Miſter has baniſh'd me his 


tl 
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Don John. Diſtration all! is this a time to ba- 
lance? Think on the Injury he would have done you, 
ou fortify ycur Arm, and guide your Dagger to his 

eart. 

Don Ped. Enough, I'Il hefitate no more; be ſatis- 
fy'd; hark, he's coming. * 
Don Guzman paſſes the Stage. 

Don Gux. I think theſe Rogues are reſolved to leave 
me in the dark all Night. Ex. Don Guz. 
; Don John. Now's your time, follow him, and ſtrike 

ome, 

Don Ped. To his Heart, .if my Dagger will reach it, 

Don Pedro fullows him. 

Don Fohn. [aſide] If one be kill'd I'm fatisfy'd ; 
tis ui great matter which. 

Re- enter Don Guz an, Don Pedro following him, 

with his Dagger ready to ſtrike, . 

Don Guz. | aſide ] My Chamber-Door's lock'd, and I 
think I hear ſomeboiy tread —— Who's there? — No 
body anſwers. But ftill 1 hear ſomething ſtir. Holo 
there! Sancho, are you all drunk? ſome Lights here 
quickly. Exit. 
Don Guzman paſſes by the Corner where Don John ſtands, 

and goes off the Stage; Don Pedro following him, ftab;- 

Don John. 

Don Ped. [aſide.] I think I'm near him now 
Traitor, take that, my Wife has ſent it thee, 

Don Fohn. Ah, I'm dead, 

Don Ped. Then thou haſt thy due. 

— John. I have indeed, tis 1 that have betray'd 
thee. 

Don Ped. And 'tis I that am reveng'd on thee for do- 
ing it, 

on John. I wou'd have forc'd thy Wife, 

Don Ped, Die then with the Regret, to have fail'd 
in thy Attempr. 

Don John. Farewel, if thou cn ſt forgive me - dies 

Don. Ped, I have done the deed, there's nothing left, 
but to make our Eſcape. Don John, where are you? 


let's be gone, I hear the Seryants coming, | 
Lopez 
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| hard at the Door, 
Top. Open t quickly, open the Door. 

Don Ped. That's Lopez, we ſhall be diſcover'd. But 
tis no great matter, the Crime will juſtify the Execution; 
but where's Don John? Don John, where are you? 

Lopez knocks again, 

Lop. Open the Door there, quickly. Madam, I faw 
'em both paſs the Wall, the Devil's in't if any good 
comes on't, 

Leo. I am frightned out of my Senſes : ho, Iſabella? 

Don Ped. 'Tis Leonora. She's welcome. With her 
ewn Eyes let her ſee her Guzman dead. 

Enter Don Guzman, Leonora, Iſabella, Jacinta and 
Lopez, with Lights. 

Don Ped. Ha, What is't I fee? Guzmaralive ? 

Then who art thou? [ Looking on Don John. 

Don Guz. Guzman alive! Yes, Pedro, Guzman is 
alive. 
= Ped. Then Heaven is juſt, and there's a Traitor 

{Iſabella weeps.) Alas, Don John. 

Lop, [ looking _ Don John.] Banus Nocius. 

Don Guz, What has produced this bloody Scene ?— 

Don Ped. 'Tis 1 have been the Actor in't, my Po- 
niard, Guzman, I intended in your Heart: I thought 

our Crime deſerv'd it: but I did you wrong, and my 
nd in ſearching the Innocent, has by Heaven's Juſtice 
been directed to the Guilty, Don John, with his laft 
breath, confeſs'd himſelf the Off=nder. 
venge is ſatisſied, and you are clear'd. 


Don Gr. Good Heaven, how equitable are thy Judg- 
ments ! 
Don Ped. [to Leo.] Come, Madam, my Honour now 


is ſatisfied, and it you pleaſe my Love may be ſo too, 
Leo. If it is not, 


Thus my Re- 


You to your ſelf alone ſhall owe your Smart, 
For where I've given my Hand, I'll give my Hear: 
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PRO LO G UE, 


Written by Mr. STEELE. 


Spoken by Mr. Boor k. 


UR Author's Wit and Rallery to-night 
Perhaps _ pleaſe, but that your Stage- de- 
light 

No more is in your Minds, but Har, and Sight. 

With Aud-ences compos'd of Belles and Beaux, 

The firſt Dramatick Rule is, have good Clothes. 

To charm the gay Spetlator's gentle Breaſt, 

In Lace and Feather Tragedy's expreſs'd, 

And Heroes die unpity d, if ill-dreſs'd. 


The other Stile you full as well advance; 
Tf "tis a Comedy, you 4 ————— Who dance? 
For oh! what dire Convulſions have of late 
Torn and diſtracted each Dramatic: State, 
On this great Queſtion, which Houſe firſt ſhould ſell 
The New French Steps, imported by Ruel ? 
Desbarques can't riſe ſo high, we muſt agree, 
They've © If a Foot in Height more Wit than we. 
But tho" the Genius of our Learned Age 
Thins *t to Dance and Sing quite off the Stage. 
True Action, Comick Mirth, and Tragick Rage; 
Yet as your Tafte now ſilands, our Author draws 
Seme hates of your Indulgence and Applauſe. 
Fer that great End this Edifice he made, 
H here humble Swain at Lady's Feet is laid; 


Whersd 


PROLOGUE. 
Where the pleas's Nymph her — 4 Lover ſpies, 8 


Then to Glaſs Pillars turns her conſcious Eyes, 
And points a- neu each Charm, for which he dies, 


The Muſe, before nor Terrible nor Great, 
Enjoys by him this awful gilded Seat : 
By him Theatrick Angels mount more high, 
And Mimick Thunders ſhake a broader Sky. 


Thus all muſt own, our Author has done more 
For your Delight, than ever Bard before. 
His Thoughts are ſtill to raiſe your Pleaſures fill'd ; 
To Write, Tran/late, to Blazon, or to Build. 
Then tale him in the Lumb, nor nicely pry 
Into ſmall Faults, that "ſcape a buſy Eye; 
But kindly, Sirs, conſider, he to-day 
Finds you the Houſe, ti Actors, and the Play: 
Jo, tho" we £ta7e-Mechanick Rules omit, 
Tou muſt allow it in a Whole-Sale Wit. 


EPILOGU E. 


Written by Mr. Motteux. 


1 'M thinking, now good Husbands are ſo few, 
To ger one my Friend, what I muſt do. 

Camillo ventur'd hard; yet at the worſt, 

She ſtole Love's Honey-Moon, and try'd her Lover firſt. 

Many poor Damſels, if they dar'd to tell, 

Have done as much, bus have not 'ſcay'd ſo well, 
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EPILOGUE. 


*Tis well the Scene's in Spain; thus in the dark, 

I ſhou'd be loth to truſt a London Spark. 

Some Accident might, for a private Reaſon, 

Silence a Female, all this acting Seaſon. 

Hard Fate of Woman ! Any one wou'd vex, 

To think what odds, you Men have, of our Sex, 
Reſtraint and Cuſtoms ſhare our Inclination, 

Tow Men can try, and run o'er half the Nation. 
We dare not, even to avoid Reproach, 

When you're at White's peep out of Hackney-Coach ; 
Nor with a Friend at Night, our Fame regarding, 
With Glaſs drawn up, drive about Covent Garden, 
If poor Town-Ladies ſteal in here, you rail, 

Tho” like chaſte Nuns, their modeſt Looks they veil; 
With this decorum, they can hardly gain 

To be thought Virtuous, even in Drury-Lane, 

Tho” this you'll not allow, yet ſure you may 

A Plot to ſnap you, in an honeſt Way. 

In Love-Affairs, one ſcarce would ſtare a Brother: 
All cheat; and married Folks may keep a pother, 
But look as if they cheated one another. 

You may pretend, our Sex diſſembles moſt, 

But of your Truth nene have much cauſe to boaſt : 
You promiſe bravely , but for all your Storming, 

We find you're not ſo valiant at performing. 

Then ſure Camillo's Conduct you'll approve : 
Wou'd you not do as much for one you love ? 
Wedlock's but a blind Bargain at the beſt, 

You venture more ſometimes, to be not half ſo bleff, 
All, ſoon or late, that dangerous Venture make, 
And ſome of you may make a worſe Miſtake. 


Dramatis 


N 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Don Alvarez, Father to Leonora. Mr, Betterton, . 
Don Felix, Father to Lorenzo. Mr. Bright. g 


Don Carlos, in love with Leonora. Mr. Booth. 
Don Lorenzo, in love with Leonora. Mr. Hu:ba;: 4s, 


Metaphraſtus, Tutor to Camillo. Mr. Freeman. | 
Sancho, Servant to Carlos, Mr. Dog get. ü 
Lopez, Setvant to Loren xo. Mr, Pack. 
A Bravo. 
WOMEN. 
Leonora, Daughter to Alvarez, Mrs. Bowman 
Camillo, ſuppos'd Son to Alvarez, Mrs, Harcourt, 
Jſabella, her Friend. Mrs. Porter, 
Facinta, Servant to Leonora. Mrs. Baker. 
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MISTAKE. 


AG TL SCENTE I 
SCENE, the Street. 
Enter Carlos and Sancho. 


C ARAI OS. 


FS Tell thee, I am fatisfy'd, I'm in love 
enough to be ſuſpicious of every body. 
C. 9 San. And yet methinks, Sir, you ſhoul 
- & leave me out. - 
ca,. It may be ſo; I can't tell: but 
- >>. I'm not at Fs If they don't make a 
Knave, at leaſt they'll make a Fool of thee. | 
San. I don't believe a word on't: But good faith, 
Maſter, your Love makes ſomewhat of you; I don't 
know what tis; but methinks when you ſuſpect me, 
you don't ſeem a Man of half thoſe Parts I us d to take 
you for. Look in my Face, 'tis round and comely, 
not one hollow Line of a Villain in it: Men of uy 
* 
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Fabrick don't uſe to be ſuſpected for Knaves; and 
when you take us for Fools, we never take you for wiſe 
Men. For my part, in this preſent Caſe, I take my 
ſelf ro be — ty deep. A Stander- by, Sir, ſees more 
than a Gameſter. Lou are pleaſed to be jealous of your 
poor Miſtreſs without a Canſe, ſhe uſes you but too 
well, in my hnmble Opinion ; ſhe ſees you, and talks 
with you, till I am quite tir'd on't ſometimes; and your 
Rival that you are fo ſcared about, forces a Viſit upon 
her, about once in a Fortnight, 

Car. Alas, thou art ignorant in theſe Aff, irs, he that's 
the civilly'ſt receiv'd is often the leaſt car'd for: Women 
appear warm to one, to hide a Flame for another. Lo- 
renzo in ſhort appears too corapas'd of late to be a re- 
jected Lover, and the Indifference he ſhews upon the 
Favours I ſeem to receive from her, poiſons the plea- 
Yure I elſe ſhould taſte in them, and 1 me upon a 

rpetual Rack. No —— I would fain ſee ſome of his 
jealous Tranſports, have him fire at the fight o'me, 
contradict me whenever | ſpeak, affront me where-ever 
he meets me, challenge me, fight me 

San. —— Run you through the Guts. 

Car. But he's too calm, his Heart's too much at 
eaſe, to leave me mine at Reft. 

San, But, Sir, you forget that there are two ways for 
our Hearts to get at eaſe; when our Miſtreſſes come to 
be very fond of us, or we — not to care a Fig for them. 
Wow fo poſe upon the Rebukes you know he has had, 
it ſhould chance to be the latter. | | 

Car. Again thy Ignorance 22. Alas, a Lover 
who has broke his Chain will ſnun the Tyrant that en- 
flav'd him. Indifference never is his Lot; he loves or 
hates for ever; and if his Miſtreſs prove another's Prize, 
he cannot calmly ſee her in his Arms. 

San. For my part, Maſter, I'm not ſo great a Phi- 
loſopher as you be, nor (thank my Stars) ſo bitter a 
Lover, but what I ſee } — that 1 generally believe; 
and when Jacinta tells me ſhe loves me dearly, I have 
good Thoughts enough of my Perſon never to doubt 
the Truth on't. See, here the Baggage comes, 

$ Enter 
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Enter Jacinta with a Letter. 
Hiſt ! Jacinta ! my Dear. 

Facin, Who's that? Blunderbuſs! Where's your 
Mafter ? 

San. Hard by. [ Shewing him. 

Jacin. O, Sir, I'm glad I have found you at laſt, 
I believe I have travell'd five Miles after you, and could 
neither find you at home, nor in the Walks, nor at 
Church, nor at the Opeca, nor 

San. Nor any where elle, where he was not to be 
found: it you had look'd for him where he was, 'twas 
ten to one but you had met with him. 

Jacin. I had, Jack-a-dandy ! 

Car, But, pr'ythee, what's the matter? Who ſent 
you after me ? 

Jacin. One who's never well but when ſhe ſees 
you, I think; twas my Lady. 

Car. Dear Jacinta, | fain would flatter my ſelf, but 
am not able; the Bleſſing's too great to be my Lot: 
Yet 'tis not well to trifle with me; how ſhort ſoc'er I 
am in other Merit, the Tenderneſs 1 have for Leonora 
claims ſomething from her Generoſity. I ſhould not 
be deluded. 

Jacin. And why do you think you are? methinks 
ſhe's pretty well above board with you, what mult be 
done more to ſatisfy you? | 

San. Why, Lorenzo muſt hang himſelf, and then we 
are content. 

Jacin. How! Lorenzo? © 

San. If leſs will do, he'll! tell you. 

Jacin. Why, you are not mad, Sir, are you? Jea— 
lous of him! Pray which way may this have got into 
your Head? | took you for a Man of Senſe before. 


ls this your Doings, Log! [ To Sancho. 
San. No, forſooth Pert, I'm not much given to Suſ- 
picion, as you can tell, Mrs, Forward — If I were, I 


might find more cauſe, I gueſs, than your Miſtreſs has 
given our Maſter here. But I have ſo many pretty 
Thoughts of my own Perſon, Houſewite, more than I 
have of yours, that I ſtand in dread of no Man. 
Vor. II. H Jace 
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Jacin. That's the way to proſper; however, ſo far 
Fil confeſs the Truth to thee; at leaft if that don't do, 
nothing elſe will. Men are mighty ſimple in Love- 
matters, Sit: When you ſuſpe@ a Woman's falling off, 
you fall a plaguing her to bring her on again, attack her 
with Reaſon, and a ſour Face: Udfſlife, Sir, attack her 
with a Fiddle, double your good Humour — give 
her a Ball — powder your Periwig at her, —let her 
cheat you at Cards a little, and I' warrant all's right 
again, But to come upon a poor Woman with the 
gloomy Face of Jealouſy, before ſhe gives the leaſt Oc- 
caſion for't, is to ſet a complaiſant Rival in too favou- 
rable a Light. Sir, Sir, I muſt tell you, I have ſeen 
thoſe have ow'd their Succeſs to nothing elle. 

Car. Say no more; I have been to blame, but there 
ſhall be no more on't. 

Jacin, I ſhould puniſh you but juſtly however for 
what's paſt, if I carry'd back what I have brought 
you; but I'm good-natur'd, ſo here tis; open it, and 
ſee how wrong you tim'd your Jealouſy. 


Car, [Reads.] If you love me with that Tenderneſs 
you have made me long believe you do, this Letter will 
ve welcome ; tis to tell you, you have leave to plead a 
Daughter's Weakneſs to a Father's Indulgence : and if 
you prevail with him to lay his Commands upon me, 
you ſhall be as happy as my Obedience to them can make 
You. Leonora. 


Then I ſhall be what Man was never yet; ¶ Kiſſing the 
Letter, | Ten thouſand Bleflings on thee for thy News, 
I could adore thee as a Deity, [ Embracing Jacin. 

Facin, True Fleſh and Blood, every Inch of her, for 
all thar. 

Car. [Reads again.] And if you prevail with him to 
lay bis Commands upon me, you ſhall be as happy as my 
Obedience to them can make you, 

O happy, happy Carlos“ But what ſhall I fay to thee 
for this wele.me Meſſage ? [To Jacinta.] Alas! I want 
Words 


„ 
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Words — But let this ſpeak for me, and this, and this, 

and [Giving her his Ring, Watch, and Purſe. 

San. Hold, Sir; pray leave a little ſomething for 

our Bard-Wages, You can't carry em all, I believe: 
{To Jacinta. Shall I eaſe thee of this? 

| { Offering to take the Purſe, 

Jacin. No; but you may carry — That, Sirrah, 

8 him a Box o th' Ear. 

San. The Jade's grown Purſe-proud already. 

Car. Well, dear Jacinta, ſay ſomething to your 
charming Miſtreſs, that I am not able to ſay my felt : 
But, above all, excuſe my late unpardonable Folly, and 
offer her my Life to expiate my Crime. 

Jacin. The beſt Plea for Pardon will be never to 
repeat the Fault. 

Car, If that will do, 'tis ſeal'd for ever. 

Jacin. Enough; but I muſt be gone; Succeſs at- 
tend you with the old Gentleman. Good: by t'ye, Sir. 

[Exit Jacin. 


Car. Eternal Bleſlings follow thee. 

San. I think ſhe has taken them all with her; the 
Jade had got her Apron full, 

Car. Is not that Lorenzo coming this way ? 

San. Yes, 'tis he; for my part now I pity the poor 
Gentleman, 

Enter Lorenzo, 

Car. I'll let him ſee at laſt I can be chearful too. 
Your Servant, Don Lorenzo; how do you do this 
Morning ? 

Lor. i thank you, Don Carlos, perfectly well, both 
in Body and in Mind. 

Car. What! Cur'd of your Love then? 

Tor. No, nor I hope I never ſhall, May I ask you 
how 'tis with yours ? | 

Car. Increaſing every hour; we are very conſtant 
both. 

Lor. I find ſo much Delight in being ſo, I hope I 
never ſhall be otherwiſe. 

Car. Thole Joys I am well acquainted with, but 
ſhould loſe them ſoon, were I to meet a ccol Reception. 

H 2 Lor, 
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Lor. That's every generous Lover's Caſe, no doubt, 
an Angel could not fire my Heart but with an equal 
Flame. 

Car, And yet you faid you ſtill lov'd Leonora. 

Lor. And yet I ſaid I lov'd her. 

Car. Does ſhe then return you 

Lor. Every thing my Paſſion can require. 

Car, Its Wants are ſmall, I find. 

Lor. Extended as the Heavens. 

Car, I pity you. 

Lor. He mult be a Deity that does ſo. 

Car. Yet I'm a Mortal, and once more can pity 
you, Alas, Lorenzo, 'tis a poor Cordial to an aching 
Heart, to have the Tongue alone announce it happy ; 
beſides 'tis mean, you ſhould be more a Man. 

Lor. I find I have made you an unhappy one, ſo 
can forgive the Boilings of your Spleen. 

Car. This ſeeming Calmneſs might have the Effe ct 
your Vanity propoſes by it; had I not a Teſtimony 
of her Love would (ſhould I ſhew it) ſink you to the 
Center. 

Lor. Vet ſtill I'm calm as ever. 

Car. Nay, then have at your Peace. Read that, and 
end the Farce. [Gives him Leonora's Letter. 

Lor. [reads.] I have read it. 

Car. And know the Hand ? 

Lor. 'Tis Leonora's; I have often ſeen it. 

Car. I hope you then at laſt are ſatisfy'd. 

Lor. I am, | /miling.] Good-mcrrow, Carlos. 

[Exit Lor. 

San, Sure he's mad, Maſter. 

Car. Mad! ſay'ſt thou? 

San. And yet, By'r Lady, that was a ſort of a dry 
ſober Smile at going off, 

Car. A very ſober one! Had he ſhewn me ſuch a 
Letter, I had put on another Countenance. 

San. Ay, o'my Conſcience had you. 

Car. Here's Myſtery in this —- I] like it not, 

San. I ſee his Man and Confident there, Lopez, Shall 
draw him on a Scorch Pair of Boots, Maſter, and make 
him tell all ? | Car, 
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* Some Queſtions I muſt ask bim; call him hi- 
er. 

San. Hem, Lofez, hem! 

Enter Lopez. 

Lop. Who calls? 

San, I, and my Maſter. 

Lop. I can't ſtay. 

San. You can indeed, Sir. {Laying hold on him. 

Car. Whither in ſuch haſte, honeſt Lopez / What! 
upon ſome Love-Errand ? 

Lop. Sir, your Servant; I ask your pardon, but I 
was going | 

Car, I gueſs where; but you need not be ſhy of me 
any more, thy Maſter and I are no longer Rivals; I 
have yielded up the Cauſe; the Lady will have it to, 
ſo I ſubmit, 

Lop. Is it poſſible, Sir ? Shall I then live to ſee my 
Maſter and you Friends again ? 

San. Yes; and what's better, thou and I ſhall be 
Friends too, There will be no more fear of Chriſtian 
Bloodſhed, I give thee up Jacinta; ſhe's a ſlippery 
Houſewife, ſo Maſter and I are going to match our 
ſelves elſewhere. 

Lop. But is it poſſible, Sir, your Honour ſhould be 
in earneſt? I'm afraid you are pleas'd to be merry 
with your poor humble Servant. 

Car. I'm not at preſent much diſpos'd to Mirth, m 
Indifference in this Matter is not ſo thorowly frm'd; 
but my Reaſon has ſo far maſter'd my Paſſion, to ſhew 
me tis in vain to purſue a Woman whoſe Heart already 
is another's. Tis what I have ſo plainly ſeen of late, 
I have rous'd my Reſolution to my Aid, and broke 
my Chains for ever. 

Lop. Well, Sir, to be plain with you, this is the 
joyfulleſt News I have heard this long time; for I al- 
ways knew you to be a mighty honeſt Gentleman, and 
good Faith it often went to the Heart o' me to ſee 
you ſo abuſed. Dear, dear, have I often ſaid to my 
ſelf (when they have had a private Meeting juſt after 
you haye been gone) 
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Car. Hz! 
San, Hold, Maſter, don't kill him yet. 
[To Car. aſide. 

Lop. I ſay I have ſaid to my ſelf, what wicked things 
are Women, and what pity it is they ſhould be ſuffer'd 
in a Chriſtian Country ; what a Shame they ſhould be 
allow'd to play Will-in-the- W hiſp with Men of Ho- 
nour, and lead them thro* Thorns and Briars, and Rocks, 
and rugged ways, till their Hearts are torn in pieces, 
like an old Coat in a Fox-Chace? I ſay, I have ſaid 
to my felt 

Car. Thou haſt ſaid enough to thy ſelf, but ſay a 
little more to me: Where were theſe ſecret Meetings 
thou talk'ſt of: 

Cop. In ſundry Places, and by divers Ways; ſome- 
times in the Cellar, ſometimes in the Garret, ſometimes 
in the Court, ſometimes in the Gutter; but the Place 
where the Kiſs of Kifles was given was 

Car. In Hell. 

Lop. Sir! 

Car. Speak, Fury, what doſt thou mean by the Kiſs 
of Kiſles ? 

Lop. The Kiſs of Peace, Sir; the Kiſs of Union; 
the Kiſs of Conſummation. 

Car. Thou ly'ſt, Villain, 

Lop, I don't know but I may, Sir, — What the 
Devil's the matter now ? [ Aſide, 

Car. There's not one word of Truth in all thy curſed 
Tongue has utter'd. 

Lop. No, Sir, | — 1 — believe there is not. 

Car. Why then didſt thou ſay it, Wretch ? 

Lep. O —— only in jeſt, Sir. 

Car, I am not in a jeſting Condition, 

Lop, Norl at preſent, Sir, 

Car. Speak then the Truth, as thou wouldſt do it at 
the Hour of Death. 

Lop. Yes, at the Gallows, and be turn'd off as ſoon 
as I've done. [ Aſide, 
Car. What's that you murmur ? 

Lop. Nothing but a ſhort Prayer, 


Car, 
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Car. I am diſtracted, and fright the Wretch from 
telling me what I am upon the Rack to know. | Aſide.] 
Forgive me, Lepex, I am to blame to ſpeak thus harſh- 
ly to thee: Let this obtain my Pardon. {Gives him 
Money.) Thou ſee'ſt I am diſturb'd. 

Lop. Yes, Sir, I fee I have been led into a Snare; 
I have ſaid too much. | 

Car. And yet thou muſt ſay more; nothing can leſſen 
my Torment, but a farther Knowledge of what cauſes 
my Miſery. Speak then! Havel any thing to hope ? 

Lop. Nothing; but that you may be a happier Bat- 
chelor, than my Maſter may probably be a married 

an. 

Car. Married, ſay'ſt thou? 

Lop. I did, Sir, and I believe he'll ſay ſo too in a 
Twelvemonth. 

Car. O Torment! — But give me more on't: 
when, how, to who, where ? 

Lop. Yeſterday, to Leonora, by the Parſon in the 
Pantry. 

Car. Look to't, it this be falſe, thy Life ſhall] pay 
the Torment thou haſt given me: Be gone. 

Lop. With the Body and the Soul o' me. [Ex. Lopez. 

San. Baſe News, Maſter. 

Car. Now my inſulting Rival's Smile ſpeaks out: 
O curſed, curſed Woman! 

Enter Jacinta. 

Jacin. I'm come in haſte to tell you, Sir, that as 
ſoon as the Moon's up, my Lady'll ro pon a Meeting 
in the Cloſe-Walk by the Back-Door of the Garden ; 
ſhe thinks ſhe has ſomething to propoſe to you will 
certainly get her Father's Conſent to marry you. 

Car. Paft Sufferance! this Aggravation is not to be 
borne : go, thank ber--— with. my Curſes: N 

them 


and let blaſt her, while their Venom's ſtrong. 

[Exit Car, 

Jacin, Won't thou explain? What's this 
Storm for ? 


San. And dar'ſt thou ask me Queſtions, ſmooth-fac'd 
Iniquity, Crocodile of Nile, Siren of the Rocks } Go, 
| H 4 carry 
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carry back the too gentle Anſwer thou haſt receiv'd; 
only let me add with the Poet : 


We are no Fools, Trollop, my Maſter, nor me ; 
And thy Miſtreſs may go to the Devil with thee, 
[ Exit Sancho. 
Jacinta ſola. 

Am I awake! fancy not; a very idle 
Dream this. Well: I' go talk in my Sleep to my 
Lady about it; and when I awake, we'll try what In- 
zerpretation we can make on't; (Exit. 


ACT U. SGENE T 


Enter Camillo and Iſabella. 


Jab. H OW can you doubt my Secrecy ? Have you 
not Proofs of it? 

Cam, Nay, I am determin'd to truſt you; but are 
we ſafe here? Can no body overhear us? 

Iſab. Safer much than in a Room. No body can 
come Within hearing, before we ſee them. 

Cam. And yet how hard 'tis for me to break Silence? 

1/ab. Your Secret ſure muſt be of great Importance. 

Cam, You may be ſure it is, when I confeſs 'tis 
with Regret I own it e'en to you; and were it poſſi- 
ble, you ſhou'd not know it. 

Iſab, Tis frankly own'd indeed; but tis not kind, 
perhaps not prudent ; after what you know I already am 
acquainted with, Have not I been bred up with you ? 
And am I ignorant of a Secret, which were it known— 
Can. Wou'd be my Ruin, | confeſs it wou'd. I own 
you know why both my Birth and Sex are thus diſguis'd 
you know how I was taken from my Cradle to ſecure 
the Eſtate, which had elſe been loſt by young Camillo's 


Death ; but which is now ſafe in my ſuppos'd Father's 
| hands, 
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hands, by my paſſing for his Son; and'tis becauſe you 
know all this, I have reſolv'd to open farther Won- 
ders to you. But before I ſay any more, you mult re- 
ſolve one Doubt, which often gives me great Diſtur- 
bance ; whether Don Alvarez ever was himſelf privy 
to the Myſtery which has diſguis'd my Sex, and mage 
me paſs for his Son? 

Iſab. What you ask me, is a thing has often per- 
plex'd my Thoughts, as well as yours, nor could my 


Mother ever reioive the Doubt. You know when that 


young Child Camillo dy'd, in whom was wripp'd up 
ſo much Expectation, from the great Eſtate his Uncle's 
Will (even before he came into the World) had left 
him; his Mother made a Secret of his Death to her Huſ- 
band Alvarez, and readily fell in with a Propoſal made 
her to take you (who then were juſt Camillo's Age) 
and bring you up in his room, You; have heard how 
you were then at Nurſe with my Mother, and how 
your own was privy and conſenting to the Plor; but 
Don Alvarez was never let into it by em. 

Cam. Don't you then think it probable his Wife 
might afrer tell him ? 

Iſab. Twas ever thought, nothing but a Death-bed Re- 
pentance cou'd draw it from her to any one; and that 
was prevented by the Suddenneſs of her Exit to t'other 
World, which did not give her even Time to call Hea- 
ven's Mercy on her. And yet, now have ſaid all this, 
I own the Cor-:eſpondence and Friendſhip I obſerve 
he holds with your real Mother, gives me ſome Su- 
ſpicion, and the Preſents he often makes her (which 
People ſeldom do for nothing) confirm it. But ſince 
this is all I can fay to you on that Point, pray letus 
come to the Secret, which you have made me imp1- 


tient to hear. 
Cam, Know then, that tho' Cupid is blind, he is 


not to be deceiv'd: I can hide my Sex from the World, 


but not from him; his Dirt has found the way thro? 
the manly Garb I wear, to pierce a Virgin's tender 
Heart | love —— 

1/ab, How! 


Hs Cam 
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Cam. Nay, ben't ſurpriz'd at that, I have other Won- 


ders for you. 

Jab. Quick, let me hear em. 

Cam. I love Lorenzo. 

Iſab. Lorenzo ! Moſt nicely hit. The very Man from 
whom your [{mpoſture keeps this vaſt Eſtate; and who 
on the firſt Knowledge of your being a Woman wou'd 
enter into Poſſeſſion of it. This is indeed a Wonder. 

Cam, Then wonder farther ſtil}, I am his Wife. 

I/ab, Ha! his Wife! 

Cam. His Wife, Iſabella; and yet thou haſt not all 
my Wonders, I am his Wife without his Knowledge : 
he does not even know I ama Woman. 

Iſab. Madam, your humble Servant; if you pleaſe to 
go on, | won't interrupt you, indeed I won't. 

Cam. Then hear how theſe ſtrange things have paſt : 
Lorenzo, bound unregarded in my Siffer's Chains, ſeem'd 
in my Eyes a Conqueſt worth her Care. Nor cou'd I 
ſee him treated with Contempt, without growing warm 
in his Intereſt : I blam'd Leonora for not being touch'd 
with his Merit; I blam'd her ſo long, till I grew 
touch'd with it my ſelf: And the Reaſons | urg'd to 
vanquiſh my Heart, inſenſibly made a Conqueſt of my 
ewn : 'Twas thus, my Friend. I fell What was next 
to be done. my Paſſion pointed out; my Heart telt 
was warm'd to a noble Enterprize, I gave it way, and 
boldly on it led me. Leonora's Name and Voice, in the 
dark Shades of Night, I borrow'd, to engage the Ob- 
ect of my Wiſhes, I met him, ſabella, and ſo deceiv'd 
him; he cannot blame me ſute, for much LI bleſt him, 
But to finiſh this ſtrange Story: In ſhurt 1 own, I long 
had lov'd, but finding my Father moſt averſe to my De- 
fires, I at laſt had forc'd my ſelt to this ſecret Corre- 
ſpondence ; I urg'd the Miſchiefs wou'd attend the Know- 
ledge on't, I urg'd them ſo, be thought them full of 
weight, ſo yielded to obſerve what Rules | gave bim: 
they were to paſs the Day with cold . to 


avoid even Sign or Looks of Intimacy, but gather for 
the ſtill, the ſecret Night, a Flood of Love to recom- 
penſe the Loſſes of the Day. I will not trouble you 

| with 
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with Lovers Cares, nor what Contrivances we form'd 
to bring this Toying to a Solid Blifs, Know only, 
when three Nights we thus had paſs'd, the fourth it 
was agreed ſhou'd make us one for ever; each kept 
their Promiſe, and laſt Night has join'd us. 

Lab. Indeed your Talents paſs my poor Extent ; you 
ſerious Ladies are well form'd for Buſineſs : W hat wret- 
ched Work a poor Coquet had made on't ? But ſtill 
there's that remains will try your Skill; you have your 
Man but 

Cam, Lovers think no farther, the Obje& of that 
Paſſion poſſeſſes all Deſire; however I have open'd to 
you my wondrous Situation, If you can adviſe me in 


my Difficulties to come, you will. But ſee—— My Huſ- 
band ! 


Enter Lorenzo. 

Lor. You look asif you were buſy, pray tell me if 
I interrupt yor, 1'l] retire. 

Cam. No, no, you have a Right to interrupt us, ſince 
you were the Subject of our Diſcourſe. 

Lor. Was 1? 

Cam. You were; nay, I'll tell you how you enter- 
tain'd us too. 

Lor. Perhaps I had as good avoid hearing that. 

Cam, You need not fear, it was not to your diſad- 
vantage; I was commending you, and ſaying, if 1 had 
been a Woman, I had been in danger; nay I think I 
ſaid I ſhou'd infallibly have been in love with you. 

Lor. While ſuch an If is in the way, you run no 
great riſque in declaring ; but you'd be finely catch'd 
now, ſhou'd ſome wonderful Transformation give me a 
Claim ro your Hearr. 

Cam. Not ſorry for't at all, for 1 ne'er expett to find 
a Miſtreſs pleaſe me half ſo well as you wou'd do it [ 
were yours. | 

Loy. Since you are ſo well inclin'd to me in your 
Wiſhes, Sir, I ſuppoſe (as the Fates have ordain'd it) 
you wou'd have ſome pleaſure in helping me to a Mi- 
ſtreſs, ſince you can't be mine your ſelf. 

Cam, Indeed I ſhou'd not, 

Lor, 
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Lor. Then my Obligation is but ſmall to you. 

Cam. Why, wou'd you have a Woman, that is in 
love with you herſelf, imploy her Intereſt to help you 
to another ? 

Lor. No, but you being no Woman might. 

Cam. Sir, tis as a Woman I ſay whatI do, and I 
ſuppoſe my ſelf a Woman when 1 deſign all theſe Fa- 
vours to you: Therefore out of that Suppolition, I 
have no other good Intentions to you than you may ex- 
pect from any one that ſays, he's Sir, your hum- 
ble Servant. 

Lor. So unleſs Heav'n is pleas'd to Work a Miracle, 
and from a ſturdy young Fellow, make you a kind- 
hearted young Lady, I'm to get little by your good 
Opinion of me. 

Cam. Yes; there is one means yet left (on this ſide 
a Miracle) that wou'd perhaps engage me, if with an 
honeſt Oath you cou'd declare, Were I Woman, I 
might diſpute your Heart, even With the firſt of my 
pretending Sex. 

Lor. Then ſolemnly and honeſtly I ſwear that had 
you been a Woman, and I the Maſter of the World, 
I think 1 ſhou'd have laid it at your Feet. 

Cam. Then honeſtly and ſolemnly I ſwear, hencefor- 
wards all your Intereſt ſhall be mine. 

Lor. I have a Secret to impart to you will quickly 
try your Friendſhip. 

Cam. I have a Secret to unfold to you, will put you 
even to a fiery Trial. 

Lor. What do you mean, Camillo? 

Cam. I mean that I love, where I never durſt yet 
own it, yet where tis in your power to make me the 
happieſt of 

Lor. Explain, Camillo; and be aſſur'd, if your Hap- 
pineſs 1s in my power, *tis in your own. 

Cam. Alas! you promiſe me you know not what, 

Lor. I promiſe nothing but what I will perform; 
name the Perſon, 

Cam. Tis one who's very near to you. 

Lor. 
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Tor. If tis my Siſter, why all this Pain in bringing 
forth the Secret? 

Cam, Alas! It is your 

Lor. Speak! 

Cam. I cannot yet; Farewel. 

Lor. Hold! Pray ſpeak it now. 

Cam. I muſt not: But when you tell me your Se- 
cret, you ſhall know mine, 

Lor. Mine is not in my power, without the Con- 
ſent of another. 

Cam. Get that Cenſent, and then we'll try who beſt 
will keep their Oaths. 

Lor. I am content, 

Cam, And I. Adieu, 

Lor. Farewel. [Exit Lorenzo, 

Enter Leonora and Jacinta, 

Leo. Tis enough: I will revenge my ſelf this way; 
if it does but torment him, 1 ſhall be content to find 
no other pleaſure in it. Brother, you'll wonder at my 
Change; after all my ill Uſage of Lorenzo, I am de- 
termined to be bis Wife. 

Cam. How Siſter! ſo ſudden a Turn? This Ine- 
quality of Temper indeed is not commendable. 

Leo. Your 333 Brother, is much more juſtly 
ſurprizing; you hitherto have pleaded for him ſtrongly, 
accus'd me of Blindneſs, Cruelty, and Pride; and now 
I yield to your Reaſons, and refolve in his Favour, 
you blame my Compliance, and appear againſt his 
Intereſt, 

Cam, I quit his Service for what's dearer to me, 
yours, I have learn'd from ſure Intelligence, the At- 
tack he made on you was but a Feint, and that his Heart 
is in another's Chain; I would not therefore ſee you 
ſo expoſed, to offer up your ſelf to one who muſt re- 
fuſe you. | 

Leo. If that be all, leave me mv Honour to take care 
of; I am no Stranger to his Wiſhes, he won't refuſe 
me, Brother, nor I hope will you, to tell him of my 
Reſolution: if you do, this moment with my own 
Tongue (thro! all a Virgin's Bluſhes) I'll own to him L 

am. 
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am determin'd in his Fayour —— You pauſe as if you'd 
let the Task lie on me. 

Cam. Neither on you, nor me; I have a Reaſon you 
are yet a Stranger to: Know then there is a Virgin 
young and tender, whoſe Peace and Happineſs ſo much 
are mine, I cannot ſee her miſerable; ſhe loves him 
with that Torrent of Deſire, that were the World re- 
ſign'd her in his ſtead, the'd ſtill be wretched : I will not 
pique you to a Female Strife, by ſaying you have not 
Charms to tear him from her; but I would move you 
to a Female Softneſs, by telling you her Death wou'd 
wait your Conqueſt, What | have more to plead is as a 
Brother, 1 hope that gives me ſome ſmall Intereſt in 
you; whate'er it is, you ſee how I'd imploy it. 

Leo. You ne'er cou'd put it to a harder Service, I 
beg a little time to think: Pray leave me to my felt a 


while. 
Cam, I ſhall; I only ask that you wou'd think, and 
then you won't refufe me. [Ex, Cam. 


Facin, [ndeed, Madam, I'm of your Brother's mind, 
tho' for another Cauſe; but ſure 'tis worth thinking 
twice on for your own ſake: You are too violent. 

Leo, A flighted Woman knows no Bounds, Ven- 
geance is all the Cordial ſhe can have, ſo ſnatches at 
the neareſt. Ungrateful Wretch! to uſe me with ſuch 
Inſolence. 

Facin, You ſee me as much enrag'd at it, as you are 
your ſelf, yet my Brain is roving after the Caufe, for 
ſomething there muſt be; never Letter was receiv'd 
by Man with more Paſſion and Tranſport; I was al- 
moſt as charming a Goddeſs as your ſelf, only for 
bringing it. Yet when in a moment after I come with 
a Meflage worth a dozen on't, never was Witch ſo 
handled; ſomething muſt have paſs'd between one and 
t'other, that's ſure. 

Leo. Nothing cou'd paſs worth my enquiring after, 
fince nothing cou'd happen that can excuſe his Uſage of 
me; he had a Letter under my Hand which own'd him 
Maſter of my Heart; and till I contradicted it with my 
Mouth, he ought not to doubt the Truth on't. 


Fac.n, 
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Jacin. Nay I confeſs, Madam, I han't a Word to 
ſay for him, I'm afraid he's but a Rogue at bottom, as 
well as my Shameleſs that attends him; we are bit, by 
my Troth, and haply well enough ſerv'd, for liſtning to 
the glib Tongues of the Raſcals: But be comforted, 
Madam; they'll fall into the hands of ſome foul Sluts 
or other, before they die, that will ſet our Account 
even with 'em. 

Leon. Well: Let him laugh; let him glory in what 
he has done: He ſhall ſee 1 have a Spirit can uſe him 
as I ought. | 

Jacin. And let one thing be your Comfort by the 
way, Madam, that in you of all your dear Affections 
to him, you have had the Grace to keep him at Arms 
end. You han't thank'd me for't; but good Faith 'twas 
well I did not ſtir out of the Chamber that fond Night, 
For there are Times the ſtouteſt of us are in Danger, 
the Raſcals wheedle ſo. 

Leon. In ſhort, my very Soul is fir'd with his Treat- 
ment: and if ever that perfidious Monſter ſhould relent, 
tho” he ſhou'd crawllike a poor Worm beneath my Feet, 
nay plungea Dagger in his Heart, to bleed for Pardon; 
I charge thee ſt.ictly, charge thee on thy Life, thou do 
not urge a Lock to melt me toward him, but n 
buoy me up in brave Reſentment; and if thou ſee' 
{which heav'ns avert) a Glance of Weakneſs in me, 
rouſe to my Memory the vile Wrongs I've borne, and 
blazon them with skill in all their glaring Colours. 

Jacin. Madam, never doubt me. I'm charg'd to the 
Mouth with Fury, and if ever I meet that fat Traitor 
of mine, ſuch a Volly will I pour about his Ears — 
Now Heay'n prevent all haſty Vows; but in the Hu- 
mcur lam, methinks I'd carry my Maiden-Head to my 
cold Grave with me, before I'd let it ſimper at the 
Raſcal. But ſoft; here comes your Father. 

Enter Alvarez. | 

Alv. Leonora, 1'd have you retire a little, and ſend 

your Brother's Tutor to me, Metaphraſtus. | 
(Ex. Leo. and Jacin, 


Solus. 
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Solus. 
I'll try if I can diſcover, by his Tutor what it is that 
ſeems ſo much to work his Brain of late; for ſome- 
thing more than common there [= does appear, 
et nothing ſure that can diſturb his Soul, like what I 
ave to torture mine upon his account. Sure nothin 
in this World is worth a troubled Mind: What Racks 
has Avarice ſtretch'd me on! I wanted nothing, kind 
Heav'n had given me a plenteous Lot, and ſexted me 
in great Abundance; why then approve I of this Im- 
N What have I gain'd by it? Wealth and Miſe- 
ry. 1 have barter'd peaceful Days for reſtleſs Nights; 
a wretched Bargain! and he that merchandiſes thus, 
muſt be undone at laſt. 
Enter Metaphraſtus. 

Metaph. Mandatum tuum curo diligenter. 

Alv, Maſter, I had a mind to ask you ——— 

Metaph. The Title, Maſter, comes from Magis and 
Ter, which is as much as to ſay, Thrice wor:hy. 

Alv. I never heard ſo much before, but it may be 
true for ought I know: But, Maſter 

Metaph. Go on. 

Alv. Why ſo I will if you'll let me, but don't in- 
terrupt me then. 

Metaph. Enough, proceed. 

Alv. Why then, Maſter, for a third time, my Son 
Camillo gives me much uneaſineſs of late; you know 
I love him, and have many careful Thoughts about him. 

Metaph. *Tis true, Filis non poteſt preferri, niſi 
Filius. 

Av. Maſter, when one has Buſineſs to talk on, theſe 
Scholaſtick Expreſſions are not of uſe; I believe you a 
great Latiniſt; poſſible you may underſtand Greek : 
thoſe who recommended you to me, ſaid fo, and l am 
willing it ſhould be true: But the thing I want to diſ- 
courſe you about at preſent, does not properly give 
you an Occaſion to diſplay your Learning. Beſides, 
to tell you Truth, will at all times be lol upon me; 
my Father was a wiſe Man, but he taught me nothing 
beyond common Senfe; I know but one Tongue in 

| the 
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the World, which luckily being underſtood by you as 
well as me, I fancy whatever Thoughts we have to 
communicate to one another, may reaſonably be con- 


vey'd in that, without having recourſe to the Language 


of Fulius Cæſar. 

Metaph. You are wrong, but may proceed. 

Alv. I thank you: What is the matter, I do not 
know] but tho'itis of the utmoſt conſequence to me to 
marry my Son, what Match ſoever I propoſe to him, 
he ſtill finds ſome Pretence or other to decline it. 

Metaph, He is, perhaps, of the humour of a Brother of 
Marcus Tullius, who 

Av. Dear Maſter, leave the Greeks, and the Latins, 
and the Scotch, and the Welſh, and let me go on in my 
Buſineſs; what have thoſe People to do with my Son's 
Marriage ? 

Metaph. Again you are wrong ; but go on, 

Alv. I ſay then, that I have ſtrong Apprehenſions 
from his refuſing all my Propoſals, that he may have 
ſome ſecret Inclination of his own; and to confirm me 
in this Fear, I yeſterday obſerv'd him (without his 
knowing it) in a Corner of the Grove, where no body 
comes 

Metaph. A Place out of the way, you would ſay; a 
Place of Retreat, 

Alv. Why, the Corner of the Grove, where no body 
comes, is a place of Retreat, is it not ? 

Metaph. In Latin, Seceſſus. 

Alv. Ha! 

Metaph. As Virgil, has it. ſt in Seceſſu Locus. 

Aly, How could Virgil have it, when I tell you no 
Soul was there but he and 1? 

Metaph. Virgil is a famous Author, I quote his Say- 
ing as a Phraſe more proper to the Occaſion than that 
you uſe, and not as one who was in the Wood with 
. 

F Alv. And I tell you, I hope to be as famous as any 
Virgil of 'em all, when I have been dead as long, and 
have no need of a better Phraſe than my own to tell 
you my Meaning. 


Metaph, 
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Metaph, You ought however to make choice of the 
words moſt us d by the beſt Authors, Tx vivendo bo- 
nos, as they ſay, <cribendo ſequare peritos. 

Alv. Again! 

Metaph. Tis Quintilian's own Precept. 

Aly. Oons 

Metaph And he has ſomething very learned upon it, 
that may be of ſervice to you to hear, 

Alv. You Son of a Whore, will you hear me ſpeak ? 

Metaph. What may be the Occaſion of this unmanly 
Paſſion ? What is it you would have with me? 

Alv. What you might bave known an Hour ago, if 
you had pleas'd. 

Ag. You would then have me hold my peace 
I hall. 

Alv. You will do very well. 

Metaph. YouſeeI do; well, go on. 

Alv. Why then, to begin once again, I ſay my Son 
Camillo — 

Metaph. Proceed; I ſhan't interrupt you. 

Alv. I ſay, my Son Camillo 

Metaph. W hat is it you ſay of your Son Camillo? 

Alv. That he has got a Dog ofa Tutor, whoſe Brains 
I'll beat out, if he won't hear me ſpeak. 

Metaph. That Dog is a Philoſopher, contemns Paſli- 
on, and yet will hear you. 

Alv. I don't believe a word on't, but I'll try once 
again; I have a mind to know from you, whether you 
have obſerv'd any thing in my Son — 

Metaph. Nothing that is like his Father. Go on. 

Alv, Have a care. 

Metaph. 1 do not interrupt you; but you are long in 
coming to a Concluſion. 

Alv. Why, thou haſt not let me begin yet. 
ye And yet 'tis high time ro haye made an 
end. 

Alv. Doſt thou know thy Danger? I have not — 
thus much Patience left, 


[ Shewing the end of his Finger. 
Metaph, 
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Metaph. Mine is already conſum'd. I do not uſe to 
be thus treated; my Profeſſion is to teach, and not to 
hear, yet I have hearken'd like a School-Boy, and am 
not heard, altho' a Maſter. 

Aly, Get out of the Room. 

Metaph. I will not. If the Mouth of a wife Man 
be ſhut, he is, as it were, a Fool; for who ſhall know 
his Underſtanding ? therefore a certain Philoſopher ſaid 
well, Speak, that thou may'ſt be known; great Talkers, 


without Knowledge, are as the Winds that whiſtle; but 


they who have Learning, ſhould ſpeak aloud. If this 
be not permitted, we may expect to ſee the whole Order 
of Nature o'erthrown; Hens devour Foxes, and Lambs 
deftroy Wolves, Nurſes ſuck Children, and Children 
give Suck; Generals mend Stockings, and Chamber- 
maids take Towns; we may expect, I ſay 
Alv. That, and that, and that, and 
[Strikes him, and kicks him; and then follows him 
„with a Bell at his Ear. 
Metaph. © Tempora! O Mores. 
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ACT M SCENE I. 
SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Lopez, 
Lopez, C Ometimes Fortune ſeconds a bold Deſign, and 
when Folly has brought us into a Trap, Impu- 
dence brings us out on't. I have been caught by this 
hot-headed Lover here, and have told like a Puppy what 
I ſhall be beaten for like a Dog. Come! Courage, my 


dear Lopez; Fire will fetch out Fire: Thou haſt told 
one body thy Maſter's Secret, een tell it to half a dozen 
more, and try how that will thrive; go tell it to the 

two 
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two old Dons, the Lovers Fathers. The Thing's done» 
and can't be retriey'd; perhaps they'll lay their two an- 
tient Heads together, club a Pennyworth of Wiſdom a- 
piece, and with great Penetration at laſt find out, that 
*tis beſt to ſubmit, where 'tis not in their power to do 
otherwiſe, This being reſolv'd, there's no Time to be 


loſt, [ Knocks at Alvarez's Door. 
Alv, Who knocks ? (Within. 
Lop. Lopez. 
Av. W hat doſt want? { Looking out. 
Lop. To bid you Good-morrow, Sir, 
Alv. Well Good-morrow to thee again. [ Retires. 
Lop. What a I think he does not care for my 
Compary. | Knocks again. 


Alv. Who knocks? 

Lop. Lopez. 

Alv. What would'ſt have? Looking out. 

Lop. My old Maſter, Sir, gives his Service to you, 
and deſires to know how you do. 

Alv. How I do? Why well; how ſhou'd I do? 
Service to him again, Retires. 

Lop. Sir. 

Alv. [returning] What the Deux wouldſt thou have 
with me, with thy Good-morrows, and thy Services: 

Lop. This Man does not underſtand goed Breeding, I 
find, [ Aſide | Why, Sir, my Maſter has ſome very ear- 
neſt Buſineſs with you. 

Alv. Buſineſs! About what? What Buſineſs can he 
have with me? 

Lop. I don't know, truly; but 'tis ſome very impor- 
tant Matter: He has juſt now (as I hear) diſcover'd 


ſome great Secret, which he muſt needs talk with you 
abour, 


Alv. Ha! a Secret, ſay'ſt thou? 

Lop. Yes; and bid me bring him word, if you were 
at home, he'd be with you preſently, Sir, your hum- 
ble Servant. [Exit Lopez. 

Alvarez ſolus. | 

A Secret; and muſt ſpeak with me about it! Heav'ns, 

bow I tremble 2 What can this Meſſage mean? I have 


very 
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very little Acquaintance with him, what Buſineſs can 
he have with me? An important Secret 'twas, he ſaid, 
and that he had juſt diſcover'd it. Alas, 1 have in the 
World bur one, if it be that I'm loſt; an eternal 
Blot muſt fix upon me. How unfortunate am I, that 1 
have not follow'd the honeſt Counſels of my Heart, 
which have often urg'd me to ſet my Conſcience at eaſe, 
by rendring to him the Eſtate that is his Due, and which 
by a foul Impoſture I keep from him, But tis now too 
late; my Villany is out, and 1 ſhall not only be forc'd 
with ſhame to reſtore him what is his, but ſhall be per- 
haps condemn'd te make him Reparation with my own, 
O terrible View! 


Enter Don Felix. 

Don Fel. My Son to go and marry her, without her 
Father's Knowledge? this can never end well. I 
don't know what to do, he'll conclude I was privy 
to it, and his Power and Intereſt are ſo great at Court, 
he may with eaſe contrive my Ruin: I tremble at his 
ſending to ſpeak with me Mercy on me, there he 
is. [ Aſide 

Alv, Ah! Shield me, kind Heaven! There's Don Fe- 
lix come: Row I am ftruck with the Sight of him! O 
the Torment of a gu Mind! [Aſide. 

Don Fel. What ſhall I ſay to ſoften him ? Aſide. 

Alv., How ſhall I look him in the Face? Aſide. 

Don Fel. Tis impoſſible he can forgive it. | Aſide. 

Alv. To be ſure he'll expoſe me to the whole World. 

[A ſide. 

Don Fel. I ſee his Countenance change. [ Aſede, 

Alv. With what Contempt he looks upon me ? | 

Aſide. 

Don Fel. I ſee, Don Alvarez, by the Diſorder of 
your Face, you are but too well inform'd of what brings 
me here. 

Alz. 'Tis true. 

Don Fel. The News may well ſurprize you, 'tis what 

I have been far from 2 

Alv. Wrong, very wrong, indeed. 


Don 


. 
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Don Fel. This Action is certainly to the laſt Point to 
be condemn'd, and | think no body ſhould pretend to 
excuſe the Guilty, 

Alv. They are not to be excus'd, tho' Heaven may 
have Mercy. 

Don Fel. That's what I hope you will conſider, 

Alv. We ſhould act as Chriſtians, 

Don Fel. Moſt certainly. 

Alv. Let Mercy then prevail. 

Don Fel. It is indeed of heavenly Birth. 

Alv. Generous Don Felix! 

Don Fel. Too indulgent Alvarez ! 

Alv. | thank you on my Knee. 

Don Fel. Tis I ought to have been there firſt, 

[ They kneel, 

Alv. Is it then poſſible we are Friends? 

Don Fel. Embrace me to confirm it. [They embrace, 

Alv. Thou beſt of Men! 

Don Fel. Unlook'd-for Bounty! 

Alv. Did you know the Torment [riſing] this un- 
happy Action has given me 

Don Fel. 'Tis impoſſible it could do otherwiſe; nor 
has my Trouble been leſs. 

Alv, But let my Misfortune be kept ſecret. 

Don Fel. Moſt willingly; my Advantage is ſufficient 
by it, without the Vanity of making it publick to the 
World. 

Alv. Incomparable Goodneſs! That 1 ſhou'd thus 
have wrong'd a Man ſo worthy! | Aſide.] My Honour 
then is ſafe ? 

Don Fel. For ever, even for ever let it be a Secret, I 
am content. 

Al, Noble Gentleman! [ Aſide] As to what Adyan- 
tages ought to accrue to you by it, it ſhall be all to your 
entire Satisf: ion. 

Don Fel, Wonderful Bounty! [Aſide.] As to that, 
Don Alvarez, I leave it entirely to you, and ſhall be 
content with whatever you think reaſonable, 

Alv. Ithauk you, from my Soul I muſt, you know 
I muſt.— This muſt bean Angel, not a Man, [A ſi de. 

Don 
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o Don Fel. The Thanks lie on my ſide. Alvarez, for 
0 this unexpected Generoſity, but may all Faults be for- 
got, and Heay'n ever proſper you. 
y Alv. The ſame Prayer 1, with a double Fervour, | 


offer up for you. | 
Don Fel. Let us then once more embrace, and be 
Forgiveneſs ſeal'd for ever. 

Aly, Agreed; thou beſt of Men, agreed. 

[ They embrace, | 

Don Fel. This thing then being thus happily termi- 

nated, let me own to you, Don Alvarez, I was in 

extreme A cy Ia of your utmoſt Reſentment on 

this Occaſion; for I could not doubt but you had | 

form'd more happy Views in the Diſpoſal of ſo fair a 

J. Daughter as Leonora, than my poor Son's inferior For- 


tune e'er can anſwer; but ſince they are join'd, and | 
e. that | 


Alv, Ha! | 

Don Fel, Nay, 'tis very likely to diſcourſe of it may | 
n- not be very pleaſing to you, tho“ your Chriſtianity and 
natural Goodneſs have prevail'd on you ſo generouſly to 
)r forgive it. But to do juſtice to Leonora, and skreen her 


from your too harſh Opinion in this unlucky Action, 
"twas that _— wicked Creature that attends her, 


nt who by unuſual Arts wrought her to this Breach of | 

ge Duty, for her own Inclinations were diſpos'd to all | 
the Modeſty and Reſignation a Father could ask from 

us a2 Daughter; my Son | can't excuſe, but ſince your 


ar | Bounty does ſo, I hope you'll quite forget the fault 
of the leſs-guilty Leonora. 


I FF _Alv. What a Miftake have I lain under here! And 
from a groundleſs Apprehenſion of one Misfortune, 

- | find my ſelf in the certainty of another. [ Aſide. 
ur Don Fel. He looks diſturb'd; what can this mean? 
1 . | [Aſide. 

8 Alv. My Daughter marry'd to his Son ! — Con- 
& | fuſion. But I find my ſelf in ſuch unruly Agitation, 
| ſomething wrong may happen if I continue with him; 

w I'll therefore leave him. [ Afede. 
le. Don Fel. You ſeem thoughtful, Sir, I hope there's 
n no | Al, 


192 The Msr AEK E. 


Alv. A ſudden Ditorder 1 am ſeiz'd with; you'll 
pardon me, I muſt retire. [Ex. Alvarez. 
Don Felix ſolus. 

1 don't like this: — He went oddly off, — I doubt 
he finds this Bounty difficult to go through with, His 
natural Reſentment is making an Attack upon his ac- 
quir'd Generoſit : Pray Heaven it ben't too ſtrong for'r, 
The Mi-tortune is a great one, and can't but touch him 
nearly. It was not natural to be to calm: I wiſh it 
don't yet drive him to my Ruin. But here comes this 
young bot-brain'd Coxcomb, who with his mid-night 
Amours has been the Cauſe of all this Miſchief to me. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

So, Sir, you are come to receive my Thanks for your 
noble Exploit? You think you have done bravely now, 
ungracious Offspring, to bring perpetual Troubles on 
me. Muſt there never paſs a Day, but I muſt drink 
ſome bitter Potion or other of your Preparation for 
me ? 

Lor. I am amaz'd, Sir; pray what have I done to 
deſerve your Anger! 

Don Fel. Nothing; no manner of Thing in the 
World; nor never do. I am an old teſty Fellow, and 
am always ſcolding, and finding fault for nothing; com- 
plaining that I have got a Coxcomb of a Son that makes 
me weary of my Life, fanſying he perverts the Order of 
Nature, turning Day into Night, and Night into Day ; 
getting W hims in my Brain, that he conſumes his Life 
in Idleneſs, unleſs he rouſes now and then to do ſome 
noble Stroke of Miſchief; and having an impertinent 
Dream at this time, that he has been making the For- 
tune of the Family, by an underhand Marriage with 
the Daughter of a Man who will cruſh us all to Pow- 
der for it. Ah — ungracious Wretch; to bring an 
old Men into all this Trouble: The Pain thou gay*'ſt 
thy Mother to bring thee into the World, and the 
Plague thou haſt given me to keep thee here, make 
the Getting thee (tho* 'twas in our Honey-Moon) a 
bitter Remembrance to us both. [Ex. Don Felix. 


Lorenzo 


The MisrA EK x. 


193 
Lorenzo ſolus, 

Jo —— all's out Here's a noble Storm ariſing, 
and I'm at Sea in a Cock-boat. But which way could 
this Bufineſs reach him? By this Traitor Lopez— it muſt 
be ſo ; it could be no other way! for only he, and the 
Prieft that marry'd us, know of it. The Villain, will 
never canfefs tho'. I muſt try a little Addrefs with 
him, and conceal my Anger. O, here he comes, 

Enter Lopez. 


Lor. Lopez. 

Lop. Do you call, Sir? 

Zor. I find all's diſcover'd to my Father, the Secret's 
out; he knows my Marriage. 

Lop. He knows your Marriage. How the Peſt ſhould 
that happen? Sir, tis impoſſible, that's all. | 
* I tell thee tis true, he knows every Particular 
of it. 

Lop; He does! — Why then, Sir, all 1 can ſay is, 
That Satan and he are better acquainted than the De- 
vil and a good Chriſtian ought to be. 

Lor. Which way he has difcover'd it I cau't tell, 
nor am I much concern'd to know, fince beyond all 
my Expectations, I find him perfectly eaſy at it, and 
ready to excuſe my Fault with better Reaſons than I 
can find to do it my ſelf. | 

Lop. Say you ſo? I am very glad to hear 
that, then all's ſafe. [ Aſede. 

Lor. Tis unexpected good Fortune; but it could ne- 


ver proceed purely from his own Temper, there muſt 


have been pains taken with him to bring him to this 
Calm : I'm fure I owe much to the Bounty of ſome 
Friend or other; I wiſh | knew where my Obligation 
lay, that I might acknowledge it as I ought. 

Lop. Are you thereabouts, I'faith 2 Then Sharp's the 
Word; I'gad 1'il own the Thing, and receive his 
Bounty for't. e Sir not that 
I pretend to make a Merit o'the Matter, for alas, I 
am but your poor Hireling, and therefore bound in 
Duty to render you all the Service I can But 
tis I bave don't, 

Volk. II. | I Lor 


— 
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Lor. What haſt thon done? 

Lop. What no Man elſe could have done; the Job, 
Sir; told him the Secret, and-then talk'd him into a 
liking on'c, 

Lor. Tis impoſlible ; thou doſt not tell me true. 

Lop. Sir, 1 ſcorn to reap any thing from another 
Man's Labours; but if this poor piece of Service carries 
any Merit with it, you now know where to reward it. 

Lor, Thou art not ſerious. 

Lop. Jam; or may Hunger be my Meſs-mate. 

Lor. And may Famine be mine, if I don't reward 
thee for't, as thou deſery'lt Dead. 

: [ Making 4 Paſs at him. 

Lop. Have a care there. ¶ Teaping on one ſide.] What 
do you mean, Sir? I bar all Surprize. 

Ter. Traitor, is this the fruit of the Truſt 1 plac'd 
in thee— Villain? [Making another Thruſt at him. 


Top. Take heed, Sir; you'll do one a Miſchief be- 


fore y'are aware. 

Tor. What Recompence can't thou make me, 
Wretch, for this piece of Treachery ? Thy ſordid Blood 
can't expiate the Thouſandth But 1'l] have it 
however. [ Thruſts again. 

Top. Look you there again: Pray, Sir, be quiet; 
is the Devil in you? *Tis bad jeſting with edg'd Tools. 
gad that laſt Puſh was within an Inch o' me. I don't 
know what you make all this Buſtle about, but 1'm ſure 
I've done all for the beſt, and I believe 'twill prove for 
the beſt 100 at laſt, if you'll have bur a little Patience. 
But if Gentlemen will be in their Airs in a Moment — 
Why, what the deux — I'm ſure I have been as elo- 
quent as Cicero in your behalf; and I don't doubt, to 
ous Purpoſe too, if you'll give Things time to work. 

ut nothing but foul Language, and naked Swords a- 
bout the Houſe, fa, ſa; run you through, you Dog: 
Why no body can do Buſineſs at this rate. 

Ler. And ſuppoſe your Project fail, and I'm ruin'd 
zy't, Sir. 

Lop. Why, *twill be time enough to kill me then, 
Sir? won't it? What Jhould you do it for now? Be- 

; ſides, 


* 
* 
* 
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Hes, I an't ready, I'm not prepar'd, I might be un- 
done by'r. | 

Lor. But what will Leonora ſay to her Marriage be- 
ing known, Wretch ? 

Lop. Why may be ſhe'll draw —— her Sword too. 
Shewing his Tongue. | But all ſhall be well with you 
oth, if you will but let me alone, 

Lor. Peace; here's her Father, 

Lop. That's well : We ſhall ſee how Things go pre- 

ſently. 
Enter Don Alvarez. 

Atv, The more | recover from the Diſorder this Di- 
courſe has put me in, the more ſtrange the whole Ad- 
venture appears to me. Leonora maintains there is not 
a word of Truth in what I have heard; that ſhe knows 
nothing of Marriage: And indeed ſhe tells me that with 
ſuch a naked Air of Sincerity, that for my part I be- 
lieve her. What then muſt be their Project? Some 
villanous Intention, to be ſure ; tho' which way, I yet 
am ignorant, But here's the Bridegroom; I' accoſt 
him. I am told, Sir, you take upon you to 
ſcandalize my Daughter, and tell idle Tales of what 
can never happen. 

Lop. Now methinks, Sir, if you treated your Son- 
in-law with a little more Civility, things might go juſt 
as well in the main. 

Alv. What means this inſolent Fellow by my Son- 
in-law ! I ſuppoſe 'tis you, Villain, are the Author of 
this impudent Story. 

Lop, You ſeem angry, Sir — 
Cauſe, 

Alv. Cauſe, Traitor! Is a Cauſe wanting where a 
Daughter's defam'd, and a Noble Family ſcandaliz d: 

Lor. There he is, let him anſwer you. 

Atv. 1 ſhou'd be glad he'd anſwer me; why, if he 
had any Deſires to my Daughter, he did not make his 
Approaches like a Man of Honour. 

Lop. Yes; and fo have had the Doors bolted againſt 
him, like a Houle breaker. Aſide. 


I 2 Lor. 
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Lor. Sir, to juſtify my Proceeding, I have little to ſaꝝ; 
but to excuſe it, I have much; if any Allowance may 
be made to a Paſſion, which in your Youth you have 
your ſeff been ſway'd by: I love your Daughter to 
that excels 

Alv. You would undo her for a Night's Lodging. 

Ler. Undo her, Sir? Wo: 

Alv. Yes, that's the Word; you knew it was againſt 
ber lateteſt to marry you, therefore you endeavour d to 
win her to't in private; you knew her Friends would 
make a better Bargain for her, therefore you kept your 
Defigns from their knowledge, and yet you love her 
to that exceſ 

Tor. I'd readily lay down my Life to ſerye her, 

Alv. Could you readily lay down fifty thouſand Piſ- 
toles to ſerve her, your exceſſive Love would come 
with better Credenials; an Offer of Life is very pro- 

r for the Attack of a 8 a thouſand 

ats will ſooner carry a Lady's you are a 
young Man, but will learn this when you are older. 

Lp. But ſince things have ſucceeded better this once, 
Sir, and that my Maſter will prove a moſt incompara- 
ble good Husband (for that he'll do, I'll anſwer for 
him) and that 'tis too late to recall what's already 
done, Sir 

Alv. What's done, Villain: 

Lop. Sir, | mean, that ſince my Maſter and my La- 
dy are marry'd, and 

Alv. Thou ly'ſt; they are not marry'd. | 

Lop. Sir! I ſay, that ſince they are marry'd, 
and that they love each other ſo paſling dearly, i 
I fanſy _ _ 2 
A. Why, this Impudence is beyo bearing: 
Sir, do you 70 your Raſcal LY "I 


Lor. Sir, I am in a Wood; I don't know what it 


is you mean, 

Alv. And I am in a Plain, Sir, and think I may 
be underſtood; do you pretend you are marry'd to 
my Daughter: 


Lor. 


„ yy a ww TT 
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" ; <4 


The M1izTAKE. 


197 
Ler. Sir, "tis m Mappineſs on one fide, as it is my 
Mistortune on another. 
Alu. And you de think this idle Project can ſacceed ? 


You do believe affirming you are marry'd to her 
will induce both her and me to conſent it mall be fo, 

Lop. Sir, I fee you make my Maſter almoſt out of 
his Wits to hear you talk ſo : but I, who am but a 
frander-by now, as 1 was at the Wedding, have mine 
about me, and deſire to know, Whether you think this 
Projeft can ſucceed ? Do you believe your aſhrming 
they are not marry'd, will induce both him and I 16 
give up the Lady + One ſhort Queſtion to bring this 
matter to an Iſſue, Why do you think they are not 
marry'd ? | 

Alv, Becaufe ſhe utterly renonnces it. 

Lop, And fo ſhe will her Religion, it you attack it 
wich that dreadful Face, D'ge hear, Sir? the poor La- 
dy is in love heartily, and I wiſh all poor Ladies that 
are fo, would diſpoſe of themſelves fo well as ſhe has 
done; but you ſcare her om of her Senſes: bring her 
here into the Room, fpeak to her, tell ber you 
know the thing is done, that you have it from a Man 
of Honour, Me. That may be you wiſh it had been o- 
therwiſe, baut are a Chriſtian, and profeſs : „ and 
therefore have teſoly'd to pardon her: Say this, and 1 
ſhall appear a Man of Reputation, and have Satistac- 
tion made me. 

Adv. Or an impudent Rogue, and have all your 
Bones broke, 

Lop. Content. 


Leonors! who's there call Zoonere. 
Lop. All will go rarely, Sir; we ſhall have ſhot che 
Gulf in a moment. | Aſide to Lorenzo. 
Enter Leonor, 

4. Came hither, Leonors. 
Lop, So, now we ſhall ſee. | 
Ae. 1 call'd you co anſwer for your ſelf; here's 4 
ſtrong Claim upon you; if there be any thing in the 
pret Title, conceal it oo farther, it muſt be known 


at laſt, it may as well be ſo now. Nothing is ſo — 
caly 


I 3 
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eaſy as Uncertainty, I would therefore be gladly freed 
from it: if you have done what 1 am told you have, 
"tis a great Fault indeed; but as I fear twill carry much 
of its Puniſhment along with it, I ſhall rather reduce 
my Reſentment into mourning your Misfortune, than 
ate it to add to your Affliction; therefore ſpeak the 
Truth. 

Lop. Well, this is fair Play; now I ſpeak, Sir: You 
fee, fair Lady, the Goodneſs of a tender Father, nothing 
need therefore hinder you from owning a moſt loying 
Husband. We had like to have been altogether by the 
Ears about this Buſineſs, and Pails of Blood were rea- 
dy to run about the Houſe: but, thank Heav'n, the Sun 
ſhines out again, and one word from your ſweet Mouth 
makes fair Weather for ever. My Maſter has been 
forc'd to own your Marriage, he begs you'll do ſo too. 

Leon. What does this impudent Raſcal mean? 

Top. Ha! Madam ! 

Leon. Sir, 1 ſhould be very glad to know [To Lo- 
renzo] what can have been th' Occaſion of this wild 
Report; ſure you cannot be your ſelf a Party in it, 

Lop. He, he 

Lor. Forgive me, dear Leonora, I know you had 
ſtrong Reaſons for the Secret being longer kept; but 
tis not my Fault, our Marriage is diſclos'd. | 

Leo, Our Marriage, Sir! 

Lor. Tis known, my Dear, tho' much againſt my 
Will; but fince it is ſo, 'twould be in vain for us to 
deny it longer. 


Leon, Then, Sir, I am your Wife? 1 fell in love 


4 you, and marry'd you without my Father's Know- 
edge ? 

Lor. I dare not be ſo vain to think 'twas Love; I 
humbly am content to owe the Bleſling to your Gene- 
roſity; you ſaw the Pains I fuffer'd for your ſake, and 
in Compaſſion eas'd em. | 

Leon. I did, Sir! Sure this exceeds all human Im- 


pudence. 
Lop. Truly, I think it does, She'd make an incom- 


parable Actreſs. Aſide. 


Lor. 


— —— 
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Lor. I begin to be ſurpriz'd, Madam, at your car- 

ing this thing ſo far; you ſee there's no occaſion for 
it; and for the Diſcovery, 1 have already told you 
*twas not my fault. 

Lop. My Maſter's! no, 'twas I did it: Why, what a 
Buftle's here? I knew things would go well. and ſo 
they do, if Folks would let em. But if Ladies will be. 


in their Merriments, when Gentlemen are upon ſerious 


Buſineſs, why what a deux. can one ſay to em? 

Leo. I ſee this Fellow is to be an Evidence in your 
Plot; where you hope to drive, it is hard to gueſs ; for 
if any thing can exceed its Impudence, it is its Folly. 
A noble Stratagem indeed to win a Lady by! I cou'd: 
be diverted with it, but that I ſee a Face of Villany re- 
quires'a rougher Treatment: I cou'd almoſt, metbinks, 
forget my Sex, and be my own Avenger. 

Tor. Madam, I am ſurpriz'd beyond all — 

Top. Pray, Sir, let me come to her; you are ſo ſur- 
priz'd, you'll make nothing on't : She wants a little 
ſnubbing. Look you, Madam, 1 have ſeen many a 
pleaſant Humour amongſt Ladies, but you out- cut them 
all. Here's Contradiction with a vengeance; you han't 
been married eight and forty Hours, and you are flap 
— at your Husband's Beard already: WOT: do you 
conſider who he is? ————— Who this Gentleman is? 
And what he can do — by Law? Why, he can lock 
you up knock you down —— tie you Neck and 
Heels | 

Lor. Forbear, you inſolent Villain, ou. 

[Offering to firike him. 

Leo, That —— for what's paſt however. 

| [Giving 4 Box 0' th' Far. 

Top. I think — ſhe gave me a Box o'th' Ear; ha! 
Exit Leonora. 

Sir, will you ſuffer your old Servants to be us'd thus by 
new Comers? It's a ſhame, a mere ſhame: Sir, will 
you take a poor Dog's Advice for once? She denies [he's 
married to you: Take her at her word; you have ſeen 

ſome of her Humours, —— let her go. 


I . Alu: 
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Alv, Well, Gentlemen, thus far you ſee I have heard 
all with Patience; have you Content? Or how much 
farther do you deſign to go with this Buſineſs ? 


y Why truly, Sir, I think we are near at a ſtand,” 
Atv, | 


'Tis time, you Villain you. 

Top. Why and I am a Villain now, if every word 
I've ſpoke be not as true as — as the Gazette: And 
your Daughter's no better than a — a — a whimſi- 
cal young Woman, for making Diſputes among Gen- 
tlemen. And if every Body had their Deſerts, he'd 
have a good —>— 1 won't ſpeak it out to inflame 
Reckonings ; but let her go, Maſter. 

Alv. Sir, I don't think it well to ſpend ahy more 
words with your impudent and villahous Servant here. 

Lop. Thank you, Sir: but I'd let her gd. 

Alv. Nor have I more to ſay to you than this, that 
you muſt not think ſo daring an Aﬀeont to my Family 
can go long unreſented, Farewel, [Exit Alvarez, 


Lor. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay for your felf 


now? 
Top. Why, Sir, I have only to ſay, that I am a voy 
unfortunate — middle-3g'd Man; and that I believe a 
the Stars _ Heav'n and Earth have been concerri'd 
in my Deſtiny, Childrea now unborn will hereafter 


ſing my Downfel in mournful Lines, and Notes of 


doleful Tune: I am at prefent troubled in Mind, De- 
ſpair around me, ſignify d in appearing Gibbets, with a 
great Bundle of Dog-whips by way of Preparation, 
I therefore will go ſeek ſome Mountain high, 
If high enough ſome Mountain may be found, 
With diſtant Valley, dreadfully profound, 8 
And from the horrid Cliff lock calmly all around. 
Farewel. Aſide. 
Lor. No, Sirrah: I'll ſee your wretched End my 
ord. 


ſell. Die here, Villain, Drawing his Sw 


L. I can't, Sir, if any body looks upon me. 
, Lor. Away, you trifling Wretch ; but think not to 
eſcape, for thou ſhalt have thy Recompence. 
[Exit Lorenzo. 


Lopez. 


a i th. 1 e may 
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Lopez ſolus. 

Why, what a miſchievous Jade is this, to make 
ſuch an 1 in a Family the fiſt Day af her Mar- 
riage? Why my Maſter won't ſo much as get a Ho- 
ney-Moon out of her; I'gad let her go. If ſhe be thus 
in her ſoft and tender Youth, ſhe'}] be rare Company 
at threeſcore: Well, be may do as be pleaſes, but 
were ſhe my Dear, I'd let her go — Such a Foot at 
her Tail, I'd make the Truth bouace gout at her Mouth, 
like a Pellet out of a Put-gun. [ Exu, 


— 


- 
» 
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ACT IV. SCENE l. 


Euter Camillo and Iſabe lla. 


Jab. T Is an unlucky Accident indeed. 

Cam. Ah Iſabella! Fate has now deter- 
min'd my Undoing. This thing can ne'er end here, 
Leonora and Lorenzo muſt ſoon come to ſome Explana- 
tion; the Diſpute is too monſtrous to paſs ayer, with- 
out further Enquiry, which mult diſcover all, and what 
will be the Conſequence, I tremble at: for whether 
Don Alvarez knows of the Impoſtyre, or whether he is 
deceiv'd with the reſt of the World, when once it breaks 
out, and the Conſequence is the Loſs of that great 
Wealth he now enjoys by it, what mult become of me: 
All paternal AﬀeCtions then muff ceaſe, and regardin 
me as an unhappy Inſtrument in the Trouble which will 
then o'erload him, he will return me to my humble 
Birth, and then I'm loſt for ever. For what, alas! 
will the deceiv'd Lorenzo ſav? A Wite, with neither For- 
tune, Birth, nor Beauty, inſtead of one moſt plenteouſly 
endow'd with all, O Heavens! What a Sea of Miſery 
I have before me! 

I/ab. Indeed ycu reaſon right, but theſe Reflections 
are ill-tim'd; Why did you not employ them ſooner } 
I 5 Cam, 
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Cam Becauſe | lov'd. 

Jab. And don't you do ſo now? 

Cam. I do, and tuerefore 'tis I make theſe cruel 
juſt Reflexions. 

Iſab. So that Love, I find, can do any thing. 

Cam. Indeed it can: Its Powers are wondrous great, 
its Pains no Tongue can tell, its Bliſs no Heart con- 
ceive, Crowns cannot recompenſe its Torments, Heay're 
ſcarce ſupplies its Joys, My Stake is of this Value: Q 
counſel me how 1 [hall ſave it. 

Jab. Alas! that Counſel's much beyond my Wiſ- 
dom's Force, I ſee no way to help you. 

Cam. And yet 'tis ſure there's one, 

Iſab. What? 

Cam. Death. 

I/ab. There poſſibly may be another; I have a Thought 
this moment perhaps there's nothing in it; 
yet a ſmall! Paſſage comes to my Remembrance, that I 
regarded little when it happen' I'll go and ſearch 
for one may be of ſervice. But hold; I ſee Don Carlos: 
He'll but diſturb us now, let us avoid him. 

Exeunt Camillo and Iſabella. 
Enter Don Carlos and Sancho. 

Car. Repuls'd again! This is not to be borne. 
What tho” this Villain's Story be a Falſhood, was 1 to 
blame to hearken to it? This Uſage cannot be ſupport- 
ed: How was it ſhe treated thee? 

San. Never was Ambaſlador worſe receiy'd. Ma- 
dam, my Maſter asks ten thouſand Pardons, and hum- 
bly begs one Moment's Interview: —— Be gone, you 
Raſcal you. Madam, what Anſwer fhall 1 give my 
Maſter? ——— Tell him he's a Villain. Indeed, fair 
Lady, I think this is baſty Treatment Here, my 
Footmen, toſs me this Fellow out at the Window; and 
away ſhe went to her Devotions, 

Car. Did you ſee Facinta? 

San. Yes; ſhe ſaluted me with half-a-ſcore Rogues 
and Raſcals too. I think our Deſtinies are much alike, 


Sir: And o'my Conſcience, a couple of ſcuryy Jades 
we are hamper'd with. | 


Car. 


3 1 vw. 
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Car, Ungrateful Woman, to receive with ſuch Con- 
tempt ſo quick a Return of a Heart ſo juſtly alarm'd, 

San, Ha, ha, ha. 

Car. What no Allowance to be made to the firſt 
Tranſports of a Lover's Fury, when rous'd by ſo dread- 
ful an Appearance? As juſt as my Suſpicions were, 
have 1 long ſuffer'd them to arraign het? 

San, No. 

Car. Have I waited for. Oaths or [mprecations to 
clear her? | 

San, No, 

Car, Nay, even now is not the whole World ſtill in 
ſaſpence about her? whilſt 1 alone conclude her inno- 
cent. 

San. 'Tis very true, 

Car, She might, methinks, thro' this profound Re- 
ſpect obſerve a Flame no other would have cheriſh'd : : 
ſhe might ſupport me againſt groundleſs Fears, and 
ſave mefrom a Rival's Tyranny; ſhe might releaſe me 
from theſe cruel Racks, and wou'd, no doubt, if ſhe 
cou'd love as I do. 

San. Ha, ha, ha. 

Car. But ſince ſhe don't, what do I whining here? 
Curſe on the baſe Humilities of Love. 

San, Right. | 

Car. Let Children kiſs the Rod that fleas them, let 
Dogs lie dowa and lick the Shoe that ſpurns them, 

San. Ay, 

Car. I am a Man by Nature meant for Power; the 
Scepter's given us to wield, and we betray our Truſt 
whenever we meanly lay it at a Woman's Feet. 

San. True, we are Men, boo Come, Maſter, let 
us both be in a Paſſion; here's my Scepter, |[Shewing 
a Cudgel.] Subject Facinta, look abou: you. Sir, was 
you ever in Muſcovy? the Women there love the Men 
dearly ; why ? becauſe Shaking his Stick.] there's 


your Love-powder for you, Ah, Sir, were we but wile 
and ſtout, what work ſhould we make with them? Bur 
this humble Love-making ſpoils them all. A rare way 
indeed to bring matters abou: with them; weare per- 

{i ading 
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ſuading them all day they are Angels and Goddeſſes, in 
order to uſe them at night Ike human Creatures; we 
are like to ſucceed truly, 

Car. For my part, 1 never yet cou'd bear a 8 
from any thing, nor will I now. There's but ne Wey 
however to reſent it from a Woman; and that's to drive 
her bravely from your Heart, and place a worthier in her 
vacant Throne. 

San. Now with Submiſſion to my Betters, I have a- 
nother way, Sir; I'll drive my Tyrant from | Hearr, 
and place myſelf in her Throne, Yes; I will be Lord 
of my own Tenement, and keep my Houſhold in or- 
der. Wou'd you wou'd do fo too, Miſter ; for, look 
you, I have been Servitor in a College at Salamancha, 
and read Philoſophy with the Doctors; where I found 
that a Woman, in all times, has been obſerved to be 
an Animal hard to underſtand, and much inclined to 
Miſchief, Now as an Animal is always an Animal, and 
a Captain always a Captain, ſo a Woman is always 2 
Woman: Whence it is that a certain Greeek ſays, her Head 
ts like a Bank of Sand; or as another, a ſolid Rock; 
or, according to a third, a dark Lanthorn. Pray, Sir, 
obſerve, for this is cloſe Reaſoning; and ſo as the Head 
is the Head of the Body; and that the Body without a 
Head, is like a Head without a Tail ; and that where 
there is neither Head nor Tail, tis a very ſtrange Bo- 
dy: Sol ſay a Woman is by Compariſon, do you ſee 
(tor nothing explains things like Compariſons) I fay by 
Compariſon, as Ariſtotle has often ſaid before me, one 
may compare her to the raging Sea; for as the Sea, 
when the Wind riſes, knits its Brows like an angry 
Bull, and that Waves mount upon Rocks, and Rocks 
mount upon Waves; that Porpuſſes leap like Trouts, 
and Whales skip about like Gudgeons; that Ships roll 
like Beer-Barrels, and Mariners pray like Saints; juft 
ſo, I ſay, a Woman A Woman, I fay, juſt ſo, 


when her Reaſon is ſhipwreck'd upon her Paſſion, and 
the Hulk of her Underſtanding lies thumping againſt the 
Rock of her Fury; then it is, I ſay, that by certain 
Immotions, which — ym —— cauſe, as one may * 4 

pole, 


ca 
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pole, «Tort of Gonvulſive — yes — hurricanious — 
um like in ſhort, a Woman is like the Devil. 

Car. Admirably reafon'd indeed, Sancho, 

Kev. Pretty well, 1 thank Heaven; but here come 
the Ext codiles to weep us into Mercy. 

Emer Leonora and Jacinta, 

Maſter, let ws ſhew our ſelves Men, and leave their 
Briny Tears to waſh their dirty Faces. 

Cr. It is not in the power of Charms to move me. 

ban. Nor me, ; and yet I fear thoſe Eyes 
will look out ſharpro fnatch up ſuch a Prize, 
Pointing to Jacinta, 

Facin. He's coming to us, Madam, to beg Pardon; 
bur ſure you'll never grant it him? 

Le». If I do, may Heay'n ne'er grant me mine. 

Facin. That's brave. 

Car. You look, Madam, upon me, as if you thought 
I came to trouble you with my uſual Importunities, 111 
eaſe you of that Pain, by telling you, my Bufineſs now 
is calmly to aſſure you, but I aſſure it you with Heav'n 
and Hell for Seconds; for may the Joys of one fl 


from me, whilſt the Pains of t'other overtak eme, if a 


your Charms diſplay'd eber ſhake my Reſolution; II 
never ſee you more. 

San. Bon. 

' Leo. Vou are a Man of that nice Honour, Sir, Iknow 
you'll Keep your Word: I expected this Aflurance from 
you, and came this way only to thank you for't. 

Facm. Very well. 

Car. You did, imperious Dame, you did: How baſe 
is Woman's Pride > How wretched are the Ingredients 
it is form'd of, If you ſaw Cauſe for juſt Piſdain, why 
did you not at firſt repulſe me? Why lead a Slave in 
Chains, that could not grace your Triumphs? If I am 
thus to be contemn'd, think on the Fayours you have 
done the Wretch, and hide your Face for ever. 

San, Well argued. 

Leo. 1 own you have hit the only Fault the World 
can charge me with: the Favours I haye done to you, 
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I am indeed aſham'd of; but fince Women have their 
Frailties, you'll allow me miae, 

Car. Tis well, extremely well, Madam. I'm happy 
however, you at laſt ſpeak frankly, I thank you for it; 
from my Soul I thank you: but don't expect me grove- 
ling at your Feet again; don't, for it I do 

Leo. You will be treated as you deſerve; trod upon. 

Car. Give me Patience; but I don't want it; 
I am calm: Madam, farewel; be happy it you can; 
by Heav'ns I wiſh you ſo, but never ſpread your Net 
for me again; for it you do 

Leo, You'll be running into it. 

Car. Rather run headlong into Fire and Flames; ra- 
ther be torn with Pincers Bit from Bit; rather be broil'd 
like Martyrs upon Gridirons — But lam wrong; 
this ſounds like Paſſion, and Heaven can tell I am not 
angry: Madam, I think we have no farther Buſineſs 
together; your moſt humble Servant. | 

Leo. Farewel t'ye, Sir. 

Car. Come along. [To Sancho. 

[Goes to the Scene and returns. 
Yet once more before I go (leſt you ſhould doubt my 
Reſolution) may I ſtarve, periſh, rot, be blaſted, dead, 
damn'd, or any other thing that Men or Gods can think 
on, if on any Occaſion whatever, Civil or Military, 
Pleaſure or Buſineſs, Love or Hate, or any other Ac- 
cident of Life, I, from this moment, change one Word 
or Look with you. 
Going off, Sancho claps him on the Back, 
Leo. Content: come away, Facinta. 
Carlos returns. 

Car: Yet one word, Madam, if you pleaſe; I have a 
little thing here belongs to you, a fooliſh Bawble 1 
once was fond of, [ Twirching her Picture from his 
Breaſt.) Will you accept a trifle from your Servant? 

Leo. Willingly, Sir; I have a Bawble too I think you 
have ſome Claim to; you'll wear it for my ſake. 

[ Breaks a Bracelet from her Arm, and gives it him, 
Car. Moſt thankfully; this too 1 ſhou'd reſtore you, 
it once was yours [Giving her 4 Iable-Book. 


By 
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By your Favour, Madam thete is a Line or two 
in it, I think you did me once the Honour to write 
with your own fair Hand. Here it is. [ Reads, 


Ton love me, Carlos, and would know 
The ſecret Movements of my Heart : 
Whether I give you mineor no, 

With yours, methinks, I'd never, never part. 


Thus you have encouraged me, and thus you have de- 
ceived me. | 

San, Very true. 

Leo, I have ſome faithful Lines too; I think I can 
produce em. 

[ Pulls out a Table- Boot; reads, and then gives it him. 


How long ſoe'er, to ſigh in vain, 

My Deſtiny may prove, 
My Fate (in ſpire of your Diſdain) 
Will let me glory in your Chain, 

And give me leave eternally to love. 


There, Sir, take your Poetry again. 
[ Throwing it at his Fear. 
'Tis not much the worſe for my wearing; 'twill ſerve 
again upon a freſh Occaſion. 
Facm, Well done. 
Car. I believe I can return the Preſent, Madam, with 
— a Pocket full of your Proſe — There 
[Throwing a handful of Letters at her Feet. 
Leo. Facinta, give me his Letters. There, Sir, not 
to be behind-hand with you. 
[ Takes a handful of his Letters out of a Box, and 
throws them in his Face. 
Jacin. And there, and there, and there, Sir. 
[Jacinta throws the reſt at him. 
San, 'Cods my Life, we want Ammunition : but for 
a ſhift —— There, and there, you ſaucy Slut you. 
[Sancho pulls a Pack of dirty Cards, out of his 
Pocket, and throws em at ber; then they 
cloſe 3 
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cloſe; he pulls off her Headclothes, and for 
his Wig, and then part, ſhe running to her 
Miſtreſs he to his Maſter. 

Facin, I think, Madam, we have clearly the better 
on't, 

Leo, For a proof, I reſolve to keep the Field. 

Jacin. Have a care he don't 2 deat you yet 
though: pray walk off. 

Leo. Fear nothing. 

San, How the Armies ftand and gaze at one another 
after the Battle! What think you, Sir, of ſhewing your 
ſelf a great General, by making an honourable Re- 
treat ? 

Car. I ſcorn it: Oh Teonora Leonora“ A Heart 
like mine ſhould not be treated thus. 

Leo. Carlos! Carlos! 1 have not deſerv'd this U- 
age. 

; 5 Barbarous Leorora / but tis uſeleſs to reproach 
ou; ſhe that is capable of what you have done, is, 
orm'd too cruel ever to repent of ir, Go onthen, Ty- 

rant; make your Bliſs compleat; torment me ſtill, for 
ſtill, alas! 1 love enough to be tormented, 

Leo. Ah Carlos! little do you know the -tender 
Movements of that thing you name; the Heart where 
Love preſi les, admits no Thought againſt the Honour 
of its Ruler, 

Car. 'Tis not to call that Honour into doubt, if 
conſcious of our own Unworthineſs, we interpret eye- 

Frown to our Deſtruction. 

Leo. W hen Jealouſy proceeds from ſuch humble Ap. 
prehenſions, it ſhews it ſelf with more ReſpeQ than 
yours has done. 

Car. And where a Heart is guilileſa, it eaſily forgives 
a greater Crime, 

Leo. Forgiveneſs is not now in our Debate; if both 
have been in fault, tis fit that both ſhou'd ſufter for it; 
our Separation will do Juſtice on us. 

Car, But ſince we are our ſelves the Judges of our 
Crimes, what if we ſhould inflit a gentler Punifhment ? 

Teo. Twou'd but encourage us to ſin again, 
Car, 


yet 
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Car. And 17 on — 

Leo. Twou'd give a pleaſing 
Exerciſe of Mercy. 

Car. Right: and ſo we act the Part of Earth and 
Heav'n together, of Men and Gods, and taſte of both 
their ures. 

Leo. The Banquet's too inviting to refuſe it. 

Car. Then thus let us tall on, and feed apon't fot 
ever. 

Carries her off, embracing her, and kiſſing bur Hand. 
| wy Ah 4 A fookth, fooliſh — 

San. Very foolifh indeed. 

Jacint. But don't expect 1'Il follow her Example. 

San. Lon wou'd, Mopfy, if I'd let you. 

Facint. 1'4 ſooner tear y Eyes om? ah — that 
ſhe had a little of my Spirit in her. 

San, | believe I ſhall find thou haſt a great deal of 
her Fieth, my Charmer; but wont do; I am all Rock, 
hard Rock, very Marble. 

Facint, A very Pumice:ftone, you Raſcal you, if orm 
would try thee ; but to prevent rhy Humilities, and ſhew 
thee all Submiflion would be vain; to convince thee 
thou haſt nothing but Mifery and Deſpair before thee, 
hee — take bark thy palkry Thimble, and be in 
my Debt, for the Shirts | made thee with it. 


San. Nay, it at that Sport, Miftrefs, I believe 
I ſhall ſofe vote by the Balance of thy Preſents, 
There, take thy Tobacco-ſtopper, and ſtop thy 
Facint, Here — take thy Sattin Pincuſhion, with thy 
curious half hundred of Pins in't, thou mad'ſt ſuch a 
vapouring abour yeſterday : Tell them carefully, there's 


not one wanting. .. 

San, There's thy Ivory-hafted Knife again, whet it 
well; 'tis ſo blunt *twill cut nothing but Love. 

12 And there's thy ocket Sciſſars thou 
haſt honour d me with, they 'I cut off a Leg or an Arm: 
Heav'n bleſs them. 

Sam. Here's the inchanted Handkerchief you were 


Pleaſed to endear With your precious Blood, when the 
| Violence 
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Violence of your Love at Dinner t'other day made 
you cut your Fingers. There. 
Blows his Noſe in it, and gives it her; 
Jacint. The Raſcal ſo provokes me, I won't even 
keep his paltry Garters from him. D'you ſee theſe ? 
You pitiful beggarly Scoundrel you: — There take 
'em, there, ; 
{ She takes her Garters off, and flaps them about his Face, 
San, I have but one thing more of thine. | Shewing. 
bis Cudgel.] I own "tis the top of all thy Preſents, and 
might be uſeful to me; but that thou may'ft. have no- 
thing to upbraid me with, een take it again with the 
reſt of them: 
Lifting it ap to firike her, ſhe leaps about his Neck. 
acint. Ah cruel Sancho! — Now beat me, San- 


cho, do. 
San. Rather, like Indian Beggars, beat my precious 
ſelf, [ Throws away his Stick, and embraces her, 


Rather let Infants Blood about the Streets, 

Rather let all the- Wine about the Cellar, 

Rather let — Oh Facinta thou haſt o'ercome. 

How fooliſh are the great Reſolves of Man! 

Reſolves, which we neither would keep, nor can, 

When thoſe bright Eyes in Kindneſs pleaſe to ſhine,. 

Their Goodneſs I muſt needs return with mine: 

Bleſs my Facinta in her Sancho's Arms 
Jacint. And I my Sancho with Facinia's Charme. 

{Exean;, 


ACT 


ACT V. SCENE l. 
SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Lopez. 


S ſoon as it is Night, ſays my Maſter to me, tho” 

A itcoſt me my Lite, I'll enter Zeonora's Lodgings; 
therefore make haſte, Lopez, prepare every thing ne- 
ceſſary, three Pair of Pocket-Piſtols, two wide-mouth'd 
Blunderbuſſes, ſome ſix Ells of Sword-Blade, and a Cou- 
ple of dark Lanthorns, When my Maſter faid this to 
me; Sir, ſaid I to my Maſter, (that is, 1 wou'd have 
faid it, if I had not been in ſuch a Fright, I could ſay 
nothing, however [I'll ſay it to him now, and ſhall pro- 
bably have a quiet Hearing;) Look you, Sir, by dint 
of Reaſon I intend to confound you: You are reſolv*d 
you ſay, to get into Leonora's Lodgings, tho” the Devil 
ſtand in the Door way? Yes, Lope x, that's my 
Reſolution — - Very well; and what do you intend 
to do when you are there' — Why, what an injur'd 
Man ſhou'd do; make her ſenſible of Make her 
ſenſible of a Pudding, don't you ſee ſhe's a Jade? She'll 
raiſe the Houſe about your Ears, arm tbe whole Family, 
ſet the great Dog at you. Were there Legions of 
Devils to repulſe me, in ſuch a Cauſe I could diſperie 
them all. Why then you have no Occaſion for 
Help, Sir, you may leave me at hometo lay the Cloth. 
No; thou art my antient Friend, my Fellow- 
Traveller, and to reward thy faithiul Services, this Night 
thou ſhalt partake my Danger and my Glory, — Sir, 1 
have got Glory enough under you already, to content 
any reaſonable Servant for his Life Thy Modeſty 
makes me willing to double my Bounty ; this Night may 


bring 


| 
| 
| 
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bring eternal Honour to thee and thy Family. 
Eternal Honour, Sir, is too much in Conſcience for a 
Serving-Man; beſides, Ambition has been many a great 
Soul's Undoing. — I doubt thou art afraid, my Lopez, 
thou ſhake bearm'd with Back, with Breaſt, and Head- 
* — They wi encurnber me in my Retreat, —— 
etreat, my Hero! Thou never ſhalt retreat. 
Then by my troth I'll never go, Sir. 
he comes. 


But here 


Enter Lorenzo. 

Lor, Will it never be Night? Sure tis the longeſt Day 
the Sun e'er travel'd. 

Lop, Wou'd *twere as long as thoſe in Greenland, Sir, 
that you might ſpin ont your Lite t'other half year, I 
don't like theſe nightly Projects; a Man can't fee what 
he does: We ſhall have ſome ſcurvy Miſtake or other 
happen; a Srace of Bullets blunder thro' your Head in 
the dark perhaps, and ſpoil all your intrigue. 

Lor. Away, you trembling Wreich, away. 

Lop. Nay, Sir, what I ſay is purely for your Safety; 
for as to my ſelf ——— Uds-deach, I no more value 
loſing a Quart of Blood, than I do drinking a Quart of 
Wine, Beſides, my Veins are too full, my Phyſician 
„ y to let 2 

Health. 80 lee, Sir, s i 
22 Caſe. ON tn 

Loy, Then let me hear no other Obze&tions ; for till 
1 ſee Leonora | muſt lie upon the Rack, I cannot bear 
her Reſentment, and will pacify her this night, or not 


Jive to fee ro-morrov. 
are fo determin'd, I ant 


Cp. Well, Sir, fince 
be impertinent with any Advice; but 1rthink you 


have laid y n to He conghs.] (I have 
got os Cold ay) to get in privately, have you 
mot 


Lor. Yes; and have taken care to be introduced as far 
as her r with all 2 3 

Lop. [ He coughs,] — This un Cough, I 
rather have had a Fever at another . Sir, 1 ſhou'd 
be ſorry to do you more uu —oacds wonders "ra 
caſion: 


* 
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caſion: If this Cough ſhou'd come upon me in the 
midſt of the Action, J and give the Alarm to 
Ys I fhou'd not forgive my ſelf as long as 
V'd. 
Lor. 1 have greater Ventures than that to take my 
_ for, and can't diſpenſe with your Attendance, 
r, 
Lop. This *tis to be a good Servant, and make one's 
ſelf neceſlary. 
Enter Toleda. 
Tol. Sir, I am glad I have found you. I am 
a Man of Honour, you know, and do always profeis 
loſing my Life upon a handſome Occafion : Sir, i come 
to offer you my Service, I am inform'd from unqueſti- 
onable hands, that Don Carlos is enraged againſt you to 
a dangerous degree; and that old Alvarez has given 
tive Directions to break the Legs and Arms of your 
vant 
Lop. Look you there now, I thought what twou'd 
come to; what do they meddle with me for? What 
have I to do in my Maſter's Amours? The old Don's 
ot out of his Senſes, I think; have I married his 
— ? 
Lor. Fear nothing, we'll take care o'thee — Sir, 
I thank you for the Favour of your Intelligence, tis 
_—_ however but what I expeRed, and am provided 
or. 
Tol. Sir, I wou'd adviſe you to provide your ſelf with 
Friends, I defire the Honour to keep your Back 
and my ſelf. 
Lop. 'Tis very kind indeed, Pray, Sir, have you ne- 
ver a Servant with you cou'd hold a Racket for me too? 
Tol. I have two Friends fit to head two Armies; and 


yet ——a word in your Ear, they ſhan't coſt you above 
a Ducat apiece. 


Lop. Take em by all means, Sir, you were never - 


offer'd a better Pennyworth in your Life. 

Tol. Ah Sir, little Diego you have heard 
of him ; he'd have been worth a Legion upon this Oc- 
caſion: You kuow, I ſuppoſe, how they have __ 

| im. 


— r — — — 
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him. 
ble Execution; they 5. the Rack and the Prieſt 
to him at once, but cou'd neither get a Ward of Con- 


feſſion, nor a Groan of Repentance; he died mighty 


well truly. 
Tor. Such a Man is indeed much to be regretted: As 


for the reſt of your Eſcorte, Captain, I thank you for 
'em, but ſhall not uſe em. 
| Tot, I'm ſorry for't, Sir, becauſe I think you go in 
very great 1 I'm much afraid your Riyal won't 
give you fair Play, | 
Lop. If he does, I'll be hang'd; he's a damn'd paſ- 
ſionate Fellow and cares not what Miſchief he does, 
Lor. I ſhall give him a very good Opportunity: for 
I'll have no other Guards about me but you, Sir, So 


come along. 
Lop, Why, Sir, this is the Sin of Preſumption; ſet- 


ting Heav'n at defiance, making Jack- pudding of a 
Blunderbuſs. 

Lor. No more, but follow. Hold! turn this way; 
I ſee Camillothere. I wau'd avoid him, till 1 ſee what 
part he takes in this odd Affair of his Siſter's, For 1 
wou'd not have the Quarrel fix'd with him, if it be 
poſſible to avoid it. Exit Lorenzo. 


Lop. Sir —— Captain Teledo, one word if you 


pleaſe, Sir; I'm mighty ſorry to ſee my Maſter won't 

accept of your triendly Offer: Look ye, I'm not very 

rich; but as far as the Expence of a Dollar went, if 
ou'd be fo kind to take a little care of me, it ſhou'd 
e at your Service. 

Jol. Let me fee: —— A Dollar you ſay? But ſup- 

oſe I'm wounded ? 

Lop. Why you ſhall be put to no extraordinary Charge 
upon that: I have been Prentice to a Barber, and will 
be your Surgeon my ſelf. 

Tel. *Tis too cheap in Conſcience; but my Land- 
Eſtate is ſo ill paid this War. Time | 

Lap. That a little Induſtry may be commendable; 
ſo ſay no more, that Matter's fix'd. 

[Exeunt Lopez and Tol. 
Enter 


They have hang'd him, but he made a no- 
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Enter Camillo. 

How miſerable a Perplexity have I brought my ſelf 
into? Yet why do I complain? Since, with all the 
dreadful Torture I endure, I can't repent of one wild 
Step I've made. O Love! what Tempeſts canſt thou 
raiſe, what Storms canſt thou aſſwage ? To all thy Cru. 
elties I am refign'd: Long Years thro' Seas of Torment 
I'm content to roll, ſo thou wilt guide me to the hap- 
py Port of my Lorenzo's Arms, and bleſs me there with 
one calm Day at laſt. 

Enter Iſabella, 
What News, dear Iſabella? Methinks there's ſomething 
chearful in your Looks may give a trembling Lover 
Hopes. If you have Comfort for me, ſpeak, for I in- 
deed have need of it. 

Jab. Were your Wants yet ſtill greater than they 
are, I bring a plentiful Supply. 

Cam. O Heav'ns! Is't poſſible ? 

Iſab. New Myſteries are out, and if you can find 
Charms to wean Lorenzo from your Siſter, no other 
Obſtacle is in your way toall your Wiſh, 

Cam. Kind Meſſenger from Heaven, ſpeak on. 

Iſab. Know then, that you are Daughter to Alvarez. 

Cam. How! Daughter to Alvarez. 

Iſab. You are: The Truth this moment's come to 
light; and till this moment he, altho* your Father, was 
a Stranger to it; nay, did not even know you were a 
Woman. In ſhort, the 2 Eſtate, which has occa- 
fion'd theſe uncommon Accidents, was left but on Con- 


dition of a Son; great Hopes of one there was, when 


you deſtroy'd em, and to your Parents came a m«ſt un- 
welcome Gueſt : To repair the Diſappointment, you were 
exchang'd for that young Camillo, who few Months af- 
ter dy'd. Your Father then was abſent, but your Mo- 
ther quick in Contrivance, bold in Execution, during 
that Infant's Sickneſs, had reſolv'd his Death ſhou'd not 
deprive her Family of thoſe Advantages his Life had g- 
ven it; ſo order'd things with ſuch Dexterity, that once 
again there paſt a Change between you: of this (for 
Reaſons yet unknown to me) ſhe made a Secret to her 

Husband, 
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Husband, and took ſuch wife Precautions, that till this 
Heu 'rwas foto all he Wesld, except the Pesſan from 
whom I now have beard it. 

Cam. This News indeed affords a View of no un- 
happy Termination; yet there ace Difficulties ſtill may 
be of fatal Hindrance. 

I/ah. None, except. that one | jd now tamed to 

; for to remove the laſt, know I have already un- 
ded all boch to Alvarez and Don Felix. 

Cam. And how have they receiv'd it? 

Iſab. To your Wiſhes both. As for Lorenzo, he is 
x Stranger to all has paſt, and the twoold Fathers do- 

he may ſome moments longer continue ſo. They 
have agreed to be a liitle merry with the Heats he is in, 
and engage you in a Family-Quarrel with him. 

; _ | doubt, Iſabella, I fhall act that Part but 
intly. = | 
Val. No matter, you'll make ameads for it in the 

Scene of Reconciliauon, 

© Cam. Pray Heav'nit be my Lot to aQit with him, 
Iſab. Here comes Don Felix to wiſh you Joy. 

Enter Don Feli. 

Don Fal. Come near, my Daughter, and with ex- 
tended Arms of great Affection let me receive thee. 
{ Kiſſes ber.] Thou art s dainty Wench, | faith thou 
art, and tis a mettled Action thou haſt done; if Leren- 
zodon'tlike thee the better for't, Cods my Life, he's a 
r Fellow, and I ſhan't believe the bonny old Man 
the getting of him. 

Cam. Im fo encouraged by your 1 Sir, 
methinks I have ſome flattering Hopes of his. | 

Don Fel. Of his! I'gad and he had beſt, I beliey 
he'll meet with his Match if he don't. What doſt think 
of trying his Courage a little, by way of a Joke or ſo? 

Iſab, I was juft telling her your Deſign, Sir, 

Don Fel. Why I'm in a mighty witty way upon this 
whimfical Occaſion; but I fee him coming. You muſt 
not appear yet; go your Way in to the reſt of the Peo- 
ple there, and I'll inform him what a Squabble he has 
work'd himſclt into here. 

Exeunt Camillo and Iſabella. 
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Enter Lorenao and Lopez. 

Top. Pray, Sir, don't be ſo obſtinate now, don't af. 
front Heav'n at this rate. I had a Viſion laſt Night a. 
bout this Buſineſs on purpoſe to forewarn you; I dreamt 
of Gooſe-Eggs, a blunt Knife, and the Snuff of a Can. 
dle; I'm ſure there's Miſchief towards. 

Lor, You cowardly Raſcal, hold your tongue, 

Don Fel. Lorenzo, come hither, my Boy, I was juſt 

oing to ſend for thee, The Honour of our antient 
— lies in thy hands; there is a Combat preparing, 
thou muſt fight, my Son. 
Top. Look you there now, did not I tell you? O 
Dreams are wondrous things, I never knew that Snuff 
of a Candle fail yet. | 

Tor. Sir, I do not doubt but Carlos ſeeks my Life, I 
bope he'll do it fairly. 

Lop. Fairly, do you hear, fairly! Give me leave to 
tell you, Sir, Folks are not fit to be truſted with Lives, 
that don't know how to look better after 'em. Sir, you 
gave it him, I bope you'll make him take a little more 
care on't. ; | 

Don Fel. My Care ſhall be to make him do asa Man 
of Honour ought to do. | 

Lop. What, will you let him fight then? Let your 
own Fleſh and Blood fight ? 

Don Fel In a good Cauſe, as this is. 

Lop. O Monfirum Horrendum ! Now I have that Hu- 
manity about me, that if a Man but talks to me of fight- 
ing, | ſhiver at the name ont. 

Lor. What you do on this Occaſion, Sir, is worthy 
of you: And had I been wanting to you, in my due 
Regards before, this noble 4 &ion wou'd have ſtimp'd 
that Impreſſion, which a grateful Son ought to have for 
ſo generous a Father, 

Lop. Very generous truly! gives him leave to be run 
thro' the Guts, for his Poſterity to brag on a hundred 
Years hence, [ 4 fide. 

Tor. | think, Sir, as things now ſtand, it won't be 

right for me to wait for Carlos's Call; I'll, if you pleaſe, 
prevent him, 


Vol. II. " = Lop 
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Lop. Ay, pray Sir, do prevent him b all means, "tis 
better made up, as you ſay, a thouſand times, 

Don Fel, Hold your tongue, * impertinent Jack - 
2-napes, I will have him fight, and fight hke a Fury too; 
if be don't he'll be worſted, I can tell him that. For 
know, Son, your Antagoniſt is not the Perſon you 
name, it is an Enemy of twice his Force. 

Lop. O dear, O dear, O dear! and will no body keep 


em aſunder? 


Lor. No body ſhall keep us aſunder, if once 1 know 
the Man I have to deal with, 

Don Fel, Thy Man then i Camillo, 

Lor. Camillo! : 

Don Fel. 'Tis he; be'll ſuffer no body to decide this 

Varrel but himſelf, 

Lop. T hen there are no Seconds, Sir, 

Don Fel. None. 

Lop, He's a brave Man, 

Don Fel. No, he ſays no body's Blood fhall be 


ſpilt upon this Occaſion, but theirs who have a Title | 


to it. 
Lop. I believe he'll ſcarce have a Law-Suit upon the 


Claim, 

Don Fel. In ſhort, he accuſes thee of a ſhameful 
Falſhood, in pretending his Siſter Leonora was thy 
Wife; and has upon it prevail'd with bis Father as thou 
haft done with thine, to let the Debate be ended by the 
Sword 'twixt him and thee, 

bs. And pray, Sir, with Submiſſion, one ſhort 
Queſtion if you pleaſe; what may the gentle Leonora 
ſay of this Buſineſs ? 

Don Fel She approves of the Combat, and marries 
Car.05. 

Lop. Why, God a-mercy. 

Lor. Is it poſſible? ſure ſhe's a Devil, nota Woman. 
4 I — cod, Sir, a Devil and a Woman both, I 

i. k. 

Don Fel. Well, thou ſha't have Satisfaction of ſome 
of em. Here t.ey all come, 


Enter 


Zuier 
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Enter Alvar az, Leonora, Carlos, Sancho, and Jacinta. 
Alv, Well, Don Felix, have you prepar'd your Son? 
for mine he's ready to eng ge. 
Lor. And ſo is his. My Wrongs prepare me for 2 
thouſand Combat. My Hand has hitherto been held, 
by the regard I've had to every __ kin to Leo- 


nora; but fince the monſtrous Part the acts has dri. 


ven her from my Heart, I call for Reparation from her 


Family. 
Alv. You'll have it, Sir; Camillo will attend you 
inſtantly. 


Lop. Buck! O lack! will no body do a little ſome- 
thing to prevent Bloodſhed? Why, Madam, have you 
no Pity, no Bowels ? {Tp Leonora.] Stand and ſee 
one of your Husbands ſtoter'd before your Face? 'Tis 
an arrant Shame. ' 

Leo, If Widowhood be my Fate, I muſt bearit as I 
can. 

Lop. Why, did you ever hear the like ? 

Lor. Talk to her no more, Her monſtrous Impu- 
dence is no otherwiſe to be reply'd to, than by a Dag- 
ger in her Brother's Heart. 

Leo. Yonder he's coming to receive it. But have a 
care, brave Sir, he does not place it in another's, 

Lor. It is not in bis power. He jþas a rotten Cauſe 
upon his Sword, I'm ſorry he is engag'd in't; but ſince 
he is, he muſt take his Fate. For you, my Bravo, en- 
pet me in your turn. {To Carlos, 

Car, You'll find, Camillo, Sir, will ſet your Hand out, 

Lor. A beardieſs Boy. You might have match'd me 
better, Sir: But Prudence is a Virtue, 

Don Fel. Nay, Son, I wou'd not have thee deſpiſe 
thy Adverſary neither; thoy'h find Camille will put thee 
hardly to't. 

Lor. | wiſh we were come to the Trial. Why does 
he not appe-r ? 

Jacin. Now do I hate to hear People brag thus. 
Sir, with my Lady's leave, I'll hold a Ducat he diſarms 


Lor. 
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Lor, Why, what! I think I'm ſported with, 

Take heed, I warn you all; lam not to be trifled with, 
Enter Camillo and Iſabella, 

Leo. You ſhan't, Sir ; here's one will be in earneſt with 
ou, 

i Lor. He's welcome: Tho' I had rather have drawn 
my Sword againſt another, I'm ſorry, Camillo, we 
ſhoa'd meet on ſuch bad Terms as theſe; yet more 
ſorry your S.ſtet ſhou'd be the wicked Cauſe on't: 
but ſince nothing will ſerve her but the Blood either 
of a Husband or Brother, ſhe ſhall be glutted with't. 
Draw! 

Lop. Ah Lard, ah Lard, ah Lard! 

Lor. And yet, before | take this Inſtrument of Death 
into my fatal Hand, hear me, Camillo; hear, Alva- 
rex; ali! I imprecate the utmoſt Powers of Heav'n to 
ſhower ut on my Head the deadlieſt of i's Wrath, Iask 
that all Hell's Torments may unite to round my Soul 
_ one eternal Anguiſh, if wicked Leonora ben't my 
Wife. 

Cmnes, O Lord, O Lord, O Lord! 

Leo. Why then, may all thoſe Curſes paſs bim by, 
ard wrap me in their everl.ſting Pains, if ever once 
1 had a —_ Thought of making him my Husband. 

Lop. O Lord, O Lord, O Lord! 

Ls), Nay more; to ſtrite him dumb at once, and 
ſhew what Men with honeſt Looks can praftiſe, know 
he's mariied to another, 

Alv. and Fel. How! | 

Leo. he Truth of this is known to ſome here. 

Jac. Nay, 'tis certainly fo, | 

1/ab,*Tis to a Friend of mine, 

Car. I knw the Perſon. 

Lor, 'Tis falſe, and thou art a Villain for thy Teſti- 
mony. 

Cam, Then let me ſpeak; what they aver is true, 
and | iny ſelf was, in Diſguiſe, a Witneſs of its do- 
in | 
5" Death and Confulivn! He a Villain too! Have 
at thy Hearr, [He draws 

| Lop. 
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Top. Ah! can't bear the Sight on't. 
. Cam. Put up that furious thing, there's no Buſineſs 
or't. | 

Lor. There's Buſineſs for a Dagger, Stripling ; 'tis 
that ſhould be thy Recompence. 

Cam, Why then to ſhew thee naked to the World, 
and _ thy Mouth for ever — [ am my elf thy 
Wite | 

Lor. What does the Dog mean? 

Cam, To fall upon the Earth, and ſue for Mercy, 
[ Kneels and lets her Periwig fall off. 


Lor. A Woman! 
Lopez, I — cod, and a pretty one too; you Waggs 


you. 


Lor. I'm all Amazement. Riſe, Camillo (if I am 
ſtill to call you by that Name) and let me hear the 


Wonders pou have for me. 


Iſab. That part her Modeſty will ask from me: I'm 
to inform you then, that this Diſguiſe bides other My- 
ſeries beſides a Woman; a large and fair Eſtate was 
cover'd by't, which with the Lady now will be re- 
ſiga'd you. Tis true in Juſtice it was yours before; 
but *tis the God of Loye has dong you Right. Tohim 

ou owe this ſtrange Diſcovery, Fhro' him you are to 
now the true Camillo's dead, and that this fair Ad- 
venturer is Daughter to Alvarez. 

Lor, Incredible! But go on; let me hear more. 

Don Fel. She'll tell thee the reſt her ſelf, the next 
dark Night ſhe meets thee in the Garden. 

Lor. Ha! ———— Was it Camillo then, that I — 

Iſab. It was Camillo who there made you happy : 
And who has Virtue, Beauty, Wit and Love — enough 
to make you ſo, while Life ſhall laſt you, 

Lor. The Proof ſhe gives me of her Love, deſerves 
a large Acknowledgment indeed. Forgive me there- 
fore, Leonora, if what I owe this Goodneſs and theſe 


Charms, I with my utmoſt Care, my Life, my Soul, 


endeavour to repay. 
Cam. Is it then poſlible you can forgive me? 


1 9 Lor. 
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Lor. Indeed I can; few Crimes have ſucha Claim 
to Mercy; but join wi:h me then, dear Camillo, (for 
ſtill 1 know you by no other Name) join with me to 
obtain your Father's Pardon: your', Leonora, too, I 
muſt implore; and yours, my Friend, for now we 
may he ſuch. [To Carlos.] Of all I ask Forgiveneſs. 
And ſince there is ſo fair a Cauſe of all my wild Mi- 
ſtakes, I hope I by her Intereſt ſhall obtain it. 

Alv. You have a Claim to mine, Lorenzo.1 wiſh I 
had ſo ſtrong a one to yours; but if by future Services, 
(tho' I lay down my Life amongſt em) I may blot out 
of your Remembrance a Fault (I cannot name) I then 
ſhall leave the World in Peace. 

Loy, In Peace then, Sir, enjoy it; for from this ve- 
ry Hour, whate'er is paft with me, is gone for ever. 

our Daughter is too fair a Mediatrix to be refus'd his 
—_ to whom ſhe owes the Charms ſhe pleads with 
Ox it. 


From this good Day, then let all Diſcord ceaſe; 
Let thoſe to come be Harmony and Peace 
Henceforth let all our dif rent interefts join, 

Let Fathers, Lovers, Friends, let combine, 
To make each other's Days as bleſt as ſhe will mine, 
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ACTI SCENEI˖. 
S CE NE, Uncle Richard's Houſe. 


Uncle Richard ſolus. 


HA x prudent Cares does this deep fore- 
WE, ſeeing Nation rake, for the Support of 
WISE its worthi Families? In order to 
Which, and that they may not fail ro be 
MESS always ſignificam and uſeful in their 
Country, it is a ſettled Foundation-Point 
that every Child that is horn, ſhall be a Beggar — 
Except one; and that he — ſhall be a Fool. 

My Grandfather was bred à Fool, as the Country 
21 my Father was a Fool as my Mother 
usd to ſay z. my Brother was a Fool, to my own 
Knowledge, tho* a Great Juſtice of the Peace; and 
he has left a Son, that will make his Son a Fool, or I 
am miſtaken, 

The Lad is now fourteen years old, and but juſt 
out of his Pfalter. As to his honour'd Father, my 
much eſteemed Nephew, Here I have him. 

{ Shewing him a Letter. 
in 
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In this profound Epiſtle (which 1 have juſt now re- 
ceiv'd) there is the Top and Bottom of him, Forty 
years and two is the Age of him; in which it is com- 
puted by his Butler, his own Perſon has drank two 
and thirty Ton of Ale. The reſt of his Time has 
been employ'd in Aqua” y all the poor four-legg'd 
Creatures round, that wou'd but run away faſt enough 
from him, to give him the high-mettled pleaſure, of 
running after them. 

In this noble Employ, he has broke his right Arm, 
his left Leg, and both his Collar-bones Once he 
broke his Neck, but that did him no harm; a nimble 
Hedge-leaper, a. Brother of the Stirrup that was by, 
whipt off his Horſe and mended it. 

His Eftate being left him with two Jointures, and 
three weighty Mortgages upon it; He, to make all 
eaſy, and pay his Brother's and Siſter's Portions, mar- 
ry'd a profuſe young Houſewife for Love, with ne- 
ver a Penny of Money. Having done alT this, like 
his brave Anceſtors, for the Support of the Family, he 
now finds Children and Intereſt- Money make ſuch a 
bawling about his Ears, that he has taken the friend- 
ly Advice of his Neighbour the good Lord Courtlove, 
to run his Eſtate two thouſand Pounds more in debt, 
that he may retrieve his Affairs by being a Parliament- 
Man, and bringing his Wife to London to play off a 
hundred Pounds at Dice with Ladies of Quality, be- 
fore Breakfaſt. 

But let me read this Wiſeacre's Letter, once oyer 
again, 

Moſt honoured Uncle, 


Do not doubt but you have much rejoiced at my Suc- 
ceſs, in my Election; It has coſt me ſome Money 1 
own: but what of all that! I am a Parliament Man, 
and that will ſet all to rights. I have lived in the Coun- 
try all my Days, tis true; but what then! I have 
made Speeches at the Seſſions, and in the Veſtry too, and 
can Eljewhere perhaps, as well as ſome others that da ; 
and I have a Noble Friend hard by, who has let me 
initio 
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into ſome ſmall Knowledge of what's what at Weſtmin- 
ſter. And ſo, that I may be always at hand to ſerve 
my Country, I have conſulted with my Wife, about ta- 
king a Houſe at London, and bringing her and my Fa- 
mily up to Town; which, her Opinion is, will be the 
righteſt thing in the World. 


My Wife's Opinion about bringing her to London! 
I'll read no more of thee Beaſt. 

[ Strikes the Letter down with his Stick, 
Enter James haſtily. 

James. Sir, Sir, do you hear the News? they are 
all a coming. 

Unc Rich. Ay Sirrah, I hear it, with a Pox to it. 

James. Sir, here's John Moody arriv'd already; he's 
ſtumping about the Streets in his dirty Boots, and ask- 
ing every Man he meets, if they can tell where he 
may have a good I. o ging far a Parliament-Man, *cill 
he can hire ſuch a Houſe as becomes him; he tells 
them his Lady and all the Family are coming too, 
and that they are ſo nobly attended, they care not a 
Fig for any Body. 

Sir, they have added two Cart- Horſes to the four 
old Geldings, becauſe my Lady will have it ſaid, ſhe 
came to Town in her Coach and Six, and (ha, ha) 
heavy George the Plowman rides Poſtilion, 

Unc. Rich. Very well; the Journey begins as it 
ſhou'd do James. 

James. Sit. 

Unc. Rich. Doft know whether they bring all the 
Children with them ? 

James, Only Squire Humphry, and Miſs Berry, Sir; 
the other Six are put to board at Half a Crown a 
week a Head, with Joan Growſe at Smoke-dur;ghi!l- 
Farm. 

Unc. Rich, The Lord have Mercy upon all good 
Folks! what Work will theſe People make? Doſt 
know when they'll be here? | 

James. John ſays, Sir, they'd have been here laſt 
Night, but that the old wheeay-Belly Horſe tir'd, and 


the 
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the two fore-wheels came craſh down at onee in 
Waggonrut-Lane, Sir, they were cruelly loaden, as 
1 underſtand; my Lady herſelf, he fays, laid on four 
Mail-Trunks, beſides the great Deal-box, which fat 
Tom fat upon behind. 

Unc. Rich. Soh! 

James. Then within the Coach there was Sir Fran- 
cis, my Lady, the great fat Lap-dog, Squire Humphry, 
Miſs Betty, my Lady's Maid Mrs. Handy, and Doll 
Tripe the Cook; but ſhe puked with fitting backward, 
{o they mounted her into the Coach-box. 

Unc, Rich, Very well. 

James. Then Sir, for fear of a Famine, before they 
ſhou'd to the Baiting-place, there was ſuch Bas- 
kets Plumbcake, Dutch-Gingerbread, Cheſhire- 
Cheeſe, Naples Biſcuits, Maccaroons, Neats- Tongues, 


and cold boil'd Beef — and in caſe of Sickneſs, ſuch 


Bottles of Uſquebaugh, Black-cherry Brandy, Gina- 
mon-water, Sack, Tent, and Strong-beer, as made the 
old Coach crack again, | 
- Une. Rich, Well ſaid! | 

James. And for Defence of this Good Cheer, and 
my Lady's little Pearl Necklace, there was the Family 
Basket-hilt Sword, the great Turkiſh Cimiter, the old 
Blunderbuſs, a good Bag of Bullets, and a great Horn 
of Gunpowder. 

Une. Rich, Admirable ! 

James. Then for Band-boxes, they were fo bepiled 
up, to Sir Francis's Noſe, that he cou'd only peep out 
at a chance Hole with one Eye, as if he were viewing 
the Country thro' a PerſpeQive- Glaſs, 

But Sir, if you pleaſe, i'll go look after John Moody 
a little, for fear of Accidents; for he never was in Lon- 
don before, you know, but one Week, and then he 
was . into a Houſe of ill Repute, where he 
exchang'd all his Money and Clothes for a — um. So 


. Vil go look after him, Sir. [ Exit, 
Unc. Rich, Nay, 1 don't doubt but this wiſe Expe- 


| — will be attended with more adventures than 
N 


This 
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This noble Head, and Supporter of his Family, will, 
as an honeſt Country Gentleman, get Credit enough 
amongſt the Tradeſmen, to jrun ſo far in debt in one 
Seſſion as will make him juſt fit for a Goal, when 
he's dropt at the next Election. 

He will make Speeches in the Houſe, to ſhew the 
Government of what Importance he can be to them, 
by which, they will ſee, he can be of no Importance 
at all; and he will find in time, that he ſtands yalued 
at (if he votes right) being ſometimes — inyited to 
Dinner, 

Then his Wife (who has ten times more of a Jade 
about her than ſhe yet knows of) will ſo improve in 
this rich Soil, ſhe will, in one Month, learn every 
Vice the fineſt Lady in the Town can teach her. 

She will be extremely courteous to the Fops who 
make Love to her in jeſt, and ſhe will be extremely 

rateful to thoſe who do it in earneſt, 

She will viſit all Ladies that will let her into their 
Houſes, and ſhe will run in Debt to all the Shop» 
keepers that will let her into their Books, 

- In ſhort, before her Husband has got five Pound 
by a Speech at Weſtminſter, ſhe will have loſt five hun- 
dred at Cards and Dice in the Pariſh of St. James's. 

Wife and Family to London with a Pox! [Going of, 

Enter James, and John Moody. 

James. Dear John Moody, I am ſo glad to ſee you 
in London once more, 

John Moody. And I you, dear Mr. James: Give 
me a Kiſs.— Why that's friendly. 

James, 1 wiſh they had been ſo, John, that you 
met with when you were here before. 

John Moody, Ah Murrain upon all Rogues 


and Whores, I ſay, but I am grown ſo cunning now, 
the Deel himſelf can't handle me. I have made a 
notable Bargain for theſe Lodgings here, we are to 
pay bur five Pounds a Week, and have all the Houſe 
to our ſelves, 

James, Where are the People that belong to it 


John, 


to be then: 
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John Meody. O! there's only the Gentlewoman, 

ber two Maids, and a Coufin, à very pretty civil 

young Woman truly, and the Maids are the merrieſt 

| Griggs 
, ny Have a Care, John. 

John Moody. O, fear nothing, we did fo play to- 
gether laſt Night. 

James. Huſh, here comes my Maſter. 

Enter Uncle Richard, 

Unc. Rich, What! John has taken theſe Lodgings, 
has he ? 

James. Yes Sir, he has taken 'em. 

Unc. Rich. Oh John ! how doſt do, honeſt John? 
I am glad to fee thee with all my Heart. 

John Moody. I humbly thank your Worſhip. I'm 
ſtaut till, and a f.ichful awd Serv.nt to th' Family, 
Heav'n proſper aw that belong to't. 

Unc, Rich. What, they are all upon the Road? 

John Moody. As mony at the awd Coach wou'd 
'hauld, Sir : The Lord ſend 'em well to rawn, 

Unc. Rich. And well out on't again, John, ha! 

John Moody. Ah Sir! you are a wiſe Man, fo am 
1; Home's home, I ſay. I wiſh we get any Good 
here, I's ſure we ha' got little upo' the Road. Some 
Miſchief or other, aw the day long. Slap goes one 
thing, crack goes another; my Lady cries out for 
driving faſt: the awd Cattle are for going flow; Roger 
whips, they ſtand ſtill and kick; . but a ſort of 
a Contradiction aw the Journey long. My Lady wou'd 
gladly have been here laſt Night, Sir, tho” there were 
no Lodgings got; but her Lady ſhip ſaid, ſhe did naw 
care for tha-, ſhe'd lie in the Inn where the Horſes 
ſtood, as long as it was in London. 

Unc. Rich. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, Jh n 

John Moody, Ah Sit, I have ſeen a little of em, tho” 
not ſo much as my Betters. Your Worſhip is naw 
marry'd yet? 

2 Rich, No, John, no; I am an old Batchelor 


L John 


to- 


he canno hawd it. 
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John Moody. Heav'ns bieſs you, and preſerve you, Sir · 

Unc, Rich. 1 think you have loſt your Good- wo- 
man, John / 

John Moody, No, Sir, that have I not; Bridget ſticks 
to me ſtill. Sir, ſhe was for coming to London too, 


but, no, ſays I, there may be Miſchief enough done 
without you, | 


Unc. Rich, Why that was bravely ſpoken, John, and 
like a Man. 
Fohn Moody. Sir, were my Meaſter but hafe the 


Mon that 1 am, Gadſwookers——tho' he'll ſpeak 


ſtautly too ſometimes, but then he canno hawd it; no, 


Enter Maid. 
Maid. Mr. Moody, Mr. Moody, here's the Coach come. 
Fohn Moody, Already? no ſure, 3 
Maid. Ves, yes, it's at the Door, they are getting 
out; my Miſtreſs is run to receive em. 
Fohn Moody. And ſo will 1, as in Duty bound, 
Ex. John and Maid. 
Une. Rich. And I will ſtay here, not being in Duty 


bound, to do the Honours of this Houſe, - 
Enter Sir Francis, Lady, Squire 
Doll T 


, Mrs. Betty, 


ripe, John Moody, and 
Mrs. Motherly. 


La. Head, Do you hear, Moody, let all the Thugs 
** 


Mrs, Handy, 


- be firſt laid down here, and then carry'd where the 


be us d. | 
Fohn Moody. They ſhall, an't pleaſe your Ladyſhip. 
La, Head, What, my Uncle Richard here to re- 


' ceive us! this is kind indeed: Sir, I am extremely 


glad to ſee you. 


Unc, Rich, Niece, your Servant. [ Salutes her. 


I am extremely ſorry to ſee you, in the worſt Place 
know in the World for a good Woman to grow bet- 


ter in. 


' . Nephew, I am your Servant too; but I don't know 


how to bid you welcome. 
Sir Fran. I am ſorry for that, Sir, 
Une. 


234 AA Jiarney to Lonpon. 
Unc. Rich. Nay, 'tis for your own ſake: I'm not 


co le, I ſhall ſach weigh- 

Sir Fran. I hope, Uncle, ive you wei 
ty Reaſons for 4 I have Jane, as ſhall convince 
you 1 am a prudent Man. ; 

Une, Rich, That wilt thou ever canvince me of, 
whilſt thou ſhalt live. 2 * [ Apde. 

Sir Fran, Here Hamphry, come up to your Uncle— 
Sir, this is your Godſon | 

Squire Humph. Honour'd Uncle and Godfather, I 
crave leave to ask your Blefhng. | Kneels, 

Unc Rich, Thou art a Numſcul I fee already. [ Ade. 
There, thou haſt it. [ Puts his Hand on bis Head. 
And if it will do thee any good, may it be, to make 
thee, at leaſt, as wiſe a Man as thy Father. 

La. Head. Miſs Betty, don't you ſee your Uncle? 

Unc. Rich, And for thee, my Dear, may'ſt thou be, 
at leaſt, as good a Woman as thy Mother. 

Miſs Betvy, 1 wiſh 1 may ever be ſa handſome, Sir; 

Unc. Rich. Ha.! Miſs Pert! now that's a Thought 
. hatche in the Girl on 41. 
Highgate, . 

Sir Fran. Her Tongue is a little nimble, Sir. 

La. Head: That's only from her Country Education, 
Sir Francis, ſhe has been kept there too long; I there- 
fore brought ker to London, Sir, to learn more Reſerye 
and Modeſty. 

Unc. Rich. O! the beſt Place in the World for it. 
—_ Woman ſhe meets, will teach her ſomething 

it. 

There's the good Gentlewoman of the Houſe, looks 
like a knowing Perſon, ev'n ſhe perhaps will be ſo 
| wes to read ber a Leſſon, now and then, upon that 


An errant Bawd, or I have no Skill in r 
Lad, 

Mrs. Moth, Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need 
of my poor InſtruQions; if ſhe does, they'll be always 
at her Service. 


La. Head. Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Motherly. 


Sir 


- 
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Sir Fran. Very kind and civil truly; I believe we 
are got into a mighty good Houſe here. 
| Unc, Rich, For good Buſineſs very probable. [ Aſide. 

Well Niece, NN Servant for to-night; you have a 
you deal of Aﬀairs upon your Hands here, ſo I won't 

inder you. 

La, Head. I believe, Sir, I ſhan't have much leſs 
ny Day, while 1 ſtay in this Town, of one ſort or 
other. 

; o_ Rich, Why, tis a Town of much Action in» 
eed. 

Miſs Betty, And my Mother did not come to it to 
be idle, Sir. | 

Unc. Rich. Nor you neither, I dare ſay, young 
Miſtreſs. 

Miſs Betty. 1 hope not, Sir. 

Unc. Rich. Um! Miſs Mettle, 

[ Going, Sir Francis following him, 


Where are you going, Nephew } 


Ss Fran, Only to attend you to the Door, Sir. 
Unc. Rich, Phu! no Ceremony with me; you'll 


fad 1 fhall uſe none with you, or your Family. [Ex#. 


Sir Prax, I muſt do as you command me, Sir. 

Miſe Bey. This IInele Richard, Papa, ſeems but a 
cruſty ſort of an old Fellow. 

Sir Fran. He is a little odd, Child, but you muſt 
be very civil to him, for he has a great deal of Money, 
and no body knows who be may give it to. 

La. Head, Phu, A fig for his Money; you have ſo 
many Projects of late about Money, ſince you are a 
Parlamem-Man, we muſt make our (elves Slaves to his 
teſty Humours, ſeven Years perhaps, in bopes to be 
his Heirs; and then he'll be juſt old enough to marry 
his Maid, But pray let us take care of our Things 
here : are they all brought in yet? 

Mrs. Han, Almoſt, my Lady, there are only ſome 
of the Band-boxes behind, and a few odd things. 

La. Head. Let em be fetcht in preſently. 

Mrs. Hand. They are here; come, bring the things 
in: is there all yet? 


Servant, 
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Servant. All but the great Basket of Apples, and the 
Goole Pye, 
L Enter Cook-maid. | 

Cook. Ah my Lady! we're aw undone, the Gooſe 
Pye's gwon. 

All. Gone? 

Sir Fran. The Gooſe Pye gone? how? 

Cook. Why Sir, I had get it faſt under my Arm to 
bring it in, * being almoſt dark, up comes two of 
theſe thin ſtary'd London Rogues, one gives me a great 
Kick o' the ——— — here; 

{Laying her Hand upon her Backſide. 
While t'otber hungry Varlet twicht the dear Pye out of 
my Hands, and away they run dawn Street like two 
Grey-hounds, I cry'd out Fire! But heavy George, and 
fat Tom are after 'em with a Vengeance; they'll ſauce 
their Jackets for em, I'll warrant em. 

Enter George with a bloody Face, and Tom. 

So, have you catcht 'em ? 

Geo, Catcht em! the Gallows catch 'em for me. I 

had naw run hafe the length of our Bearn, before 
. ſomewhat fetcht me ſuch a wherry acroſs the Shins, 

thatdawn came I flop o'my Feace all along in the Chan- 
nel, and thought 1 ſhould ne'er ha” gotten up again; 

but Tom has skaward after them, cry'd Murder as 
| he'd been ftuck, - 

Cook, Yes, and ſtraight upo* that, ſwap comes ſome- 
what acroſs my Fore-head, with ſuch a Force, that 

dawn came I, like an Ox. 4 

Squire Humph. So, the poor Pye's quite gone then: 

Tom. — ung Meafter ? d heh, believe by this 
time. Theſe I ſuppoſe are what they call Sharpers 
in this 3 

Squire Humph. It was a rare good Pye, 

Cook, As e'er theſe Hands put Pepper to. 

Ls. Head. Pray Mrs. Motherly, do they make a 
Practice of theſe things often here 

Mrs. Moth. Madam, they'll twitch a Rump of Beef 

out of a boiling Copper; and for a Silver 3 
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they make no more Conſcience of that, than if it were 
a Tunbridge Sugar- box. | 

Sir Fran. I wilh the Coach and Horſes, George, were 
ſafe got to the Inn, Do you and Royer take ſpecial 


Care that no body runs away with them, as you go 
thirher. 


away with to-night, but werſt take beſt care we con- 
of them, Poor Sauls! Exit. 


Sir Fran. De ſe, pray now. 


Squire Humph, Feather, I bad rather they had run 
away with heavy George than the Gooſe Pye, a ſlice of 
it bef..re Supper to-night would have been pure. 

La. Head. This Boy is always thinking of his Belly. 

Sir Fran, But, my Dear, you may allow him to be 
a little hungry after a Journey, 

La. Head, Pray, good Sir Francis, he has been con 
ſtantly eating in the Coach, and out of the Coach, a- 
bove ſeven Hours this Day. I wiſh my poor Girl 
could eat a quarter as much. | 

Miſs Beitv, Mama, I could eat a good deal more 
than 1 do, but then 1 ſhould grow fat may hap, like 
him, and ſpoil my Shape. 

La. Head. Mrs. Motherly, will you be ſo kind to tel 
them where they ſhall carry the Things. 

Mrs. Moth. M dam, I'll do the beſt I can: I doubt 
our Cloſets will ſcarce hold em all, but we have Gar- 


rets and Cellars, which, with the help of hiring a 
Store-room, I hope may do. 


Sir, will you be ſo good to help my Maids a little in 
carrying away the Things ? To Tom. 
Tom. With all my Heart, Forſooth, if I con but ſee 


my way; but theſe Whoreſons have awmoft knockt 
my Eyen awt. PR” 


[ They carry off the Things. 


Mrs. Moth, Will your L. dy ſhip pleaſe to refreſh 


your ſelf with a Dilh of Tea, after your Fatigue? 1 
think I have pretty good. 


La. Head. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly, 
Squire 


Geo, I believe Sir, aur Cattle, woant yeaſily be run 


a 
p 
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Squire Humph. Would not a good Tankard of Strong 
Beer, Nutmeg, and Sugar, do better, Feather, with a 
Toaſt and ſome Cheeſe 2 

Sir. Fran, | think it wou'd, Son: here Jobn Moody, 
get us a Tankard of ue hearty Stuff preiently. 

John Meody. Sir, here's a Norfolk-nog to be had at 


next Door. ; 
Squire dumph. That's beſt of all, Feather; but make 
haſte with it, John. Exit Moody, 


La. Head. Well | wonder, Sir Francis, you will en- 
courage that Lad ro ſwill bis Guts thus with ſuch beaſt- 
ly, lubberly Liquor; it it were Burgundy, or Cham- 
pain, ſomething might be ſaid for't; they'd, perhaps, 

ive him ſome Wit and Spirit; but ſuch heavy, muddy 
Sur as this will make him quite ſtupid, 

Sir Fran. Why you know, my Dear! I have drank 
good Ale, and Strong Beer theſe thirty Years, and by 
your Permiſſion 1 don't know, that I want Wit. 

Miſs Betty. Zut you might have had more, Papa, if 
you'd have been govern'd by my Mother. 

Enter John Moody with a Tankard, &c, 

Sir Fran. Daughter, he that is govern'd by his Wife, 
bas no Wit at all. 

Miſs Petty. Then I hope 1 ſhall marry a Fool, Fa- 
her, for 1 fall love to gevern dearly, 

Sir Fran, Here 1 bere's to thee, { Drinks, 

You are too pert, Child, it don't do well in a young 
Woman. 

La. Head. Pray Sir Francis, don't Snub her, ſhe has 
a fine growing Spirit, and if 2 check her ſo, you'll 
make her as dull as her Brother there, 

Squire Humph. Indeed Mather, I thirk my Siſter is 
too forward. [ after drinking a long Draught. 

Miſs Betty. You? you Giink I'm too forward? what 
have you o do tv think, Brother Heavy? you are too 
fat to think of any think but your Belly. 

La. Head. We ſaid, „ iſs; he's none of your Ma- 
| Net, tho' he's your elder Brother, 

Enar George. 

Geo. Sir, I have no god Opinion of this Tawne, it's 

made up of Milchief, 1 think, Str 
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Sir Fran, Why, what's the matter now? 
Ges. l'ſe tell your Worſhip; before we were got- 
ten to the Street end, a great Luggerheaded Cart, 
with Wheels as thick as a goud Brick Wall, layd 
hawld of the Coach, and has pood it aw to Bit: in 
this be London, wa'd we were all weel ”th* Country 


n. 

Miſs Betty. What have you to do, Sir, to wiſh us 

all in the Country again Lubver ? 1 hope we ſhar'e 
o into the Country again theſe ſeven Years, Mama, 
ſee twenty Coaches be pull'd to pieces. 

Sir Fran, Hold your Tongue, Betty. 

Was Roger in no fault in this? 

Geo. No, Sir, nor I neither, Are not you aſham'd 
ſays Roger to the Carter, to do ſuch an unkind thing 
to Strangers? No, ſays he, you Bumpkin, 

Sir, he did the thing on 7 Purp-fe, and fo the 
Folks ſaid that Rood by; but t! 
need na be concern'd, for you might bave a Law- 
$uit with him when you pleas'd, that wou'd not coff 
you above a hundred Pounds, and may hap you might 
get the better of him. 

Sir Fran. |'ll try what I can do with him, I'gad. 
I'll make ſuch 

Squire Humzph. Feather, have him before the Parlia- 
ment. 

Sir Fran. And ſo I will!: I'll make him know who 
Jam. Where does he live? 

Geo. I believe in London, Sir, 

Sir Fran, M hat's the Villain's name? 

Geo. I think 1 heard ſomebody call him Dick. 

Sir Fran. Where did he go ? 

Geo. Sir, he went Home, 

Sir Fran. Where's that? 

Geo, By my Troth I do naw knaw, I heard him 
ſay he had nothing more to do with us to-night, and 
ſo he'd go Home and ſmoake a Pipe. 

La. Head, Come, Sir Fancis, don't put yourſelf in 
a Heat, Accidents will happen to People in trave!!'n 
Abroad to ſee the World. Eat your Supper heartity, 


80 


ey (aid your Worſhip- 


—— ——— ͤ u» — — — — 


| 
| 


240 A Fournty to Lo NDO. 


go to Bed, ſleep quietly, and to-morrow ſee if you 
can buy a handſome ſecond-hand Coach for — 


Uſe, beſpeak a new one, and then all's eaſy. LExe. 


Enter Col. Courtly. 


Col. Who's that, Deborah ? 

Deb. At your Service, Sir. 

Col. What, do you keep open Houſe here ? I found 
the Street Door as wide as it cou'd gape. 


Deb. Sir, we are all in a Buſtle, we have Lodgers 


come to-night, the Houſe full. 

Cal. Where's your Miſtreſs ? 

Deb. Prodigious buſy with her Company, but 1'11 
tell Mrs. Martilla you are here, I believe ſhe'll] come 
to you. I, 

Col. That will do as well. 

Poor Martilla ! ſhe's a very good Girl, and J have 
lov'd her a great while, I think; ſix Months it ie, 
ſince like a mercileſs Highwayman, I made her deli- 
yer all ſhe had about her; he begg'd hard, poor 
Thing, I'd leave ber one ſmall Bauble. Had I let ber 
keep it, I believe ſhe had ſtill kept me. Cou'd Wo- 
men but refuſe their ravenous Lovers, that one dear 
deſtructive Moment, how long might they reign over 
them 

But for a Bane to both their Joys and ours, when 
they have indulg'd us with ſuch Favours, as make us 
adore tnem, they are not able to refuſe us that one, 
Which puts an end to our Devotion, 


Enter Martilla, 


Col. Martilla, how doſt thou do, my Child? 

Mart. As well as a loſing Gameſter can, 

Col. W hy, what have ou 1ſt 2 

Mart. I have luſt you, 

Col. H came you to loſe me? 

Mart. By loſing my ſelf. 
Col We can be Friends fill, 

Mart. Dull ones. 

Col. Uſztul ones perhaps. Shall I help thee to a 
good Husbaud ? 

Mart, 


Mart. 
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Mart. Not if I were rich enough to live without one. 

Col. I'm ſorry 1 am not rich enough to make thee 
ſo ; but we won't talk of melancholy things, Who 
are theſe Folks your Aunt has got in her Houſe ? 

Mart. One Sir Francis Headpiece and his Lady, with 
a Son and Daughter. 

Col. Head piece! Cotſo, I know em a little. I met 
with 'em at a Race in the Country two Years ſince; 
a ſort of Blockhead, is not he? 

Mart. So they ſay. 

Col. His Wife ſeem'd a mettled Gentlewoman, if 
ſhe had had but a fair Field to range in. 

Mart. That ſhe won't want now, for they ſtay in 
Town the whole Winter. 

Col, Oh that will do, to ſhew all her Parts in. 

Enter Mrs. Motherly. 
How do you do, my old Acquaintance > 
i Mrs. Moth. At your Service you know always, Co- 
onel. 

Col, I hear you have got good Company in the Houſe, 

Mrs. Moth, 1 hope it will prove fo; he's a Parlia- 
ment-Man only Colonel, you know there's ſome dan- 
ger in that, 

Col. O, never fear, he'll pay his Landlady, tho' he 
don't pay his Butcher, 

Mrs. Moth, His Wife's a clever Woman, 

Col. So ſhe is. 

Mrs, Moth, How do you know ? 

Col. I have ſeen her in the Country, and I begin to 
think I'll viſit her in Town. | 

Mrs. Moth, You begin to look like a Rogue. 

Col. What, your wicked Fancies are ſtirring already > 

Mrs, Moth. Yours are, or I'm miſtaken, But—- 171 
have nose of your Pranks play'd upon her. 

Col. Why ſhe's no Girl, ſhe can defend her felt. 

Mrs. Moth, But what if ſhe won't: 

Cel. Why then ſhe can blame neither you nor me. 

Mrs. Moth. You'll never be quiet ti you get my 
Windows broke; but I muſt go and attend my Lodger, 
ſo good Night. 

Vo IL. II. L Col. 
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Col. Do ſo, and give my Service to my Lady, and 


tell her, if ſhe'll give me Leave, 1'I} do my ſelf the 


Honour to-morrow to come and tender my Services 
to her, as long as fhe ſtays in Town. 


If it ben't too long. [ Aſide. 
Ars. Moth. I'll tell her what a Devil you are, and 
adviſe her to have a care of you. | Exit. 


Col. Do, that will make her every time ſhe ſees me 
think of what 1'd be at. | 
Dear Mar:ilia, re Night; I know you won't be 
my Hindrance; I'll do you as good a Turn ſome time 
or other. Well, I am fo glad, you don't love me too 
much. 
Mart. When that's our Fate, as too too oft we prove, 
How bitterly we pay the paſt Delights of Love. 


CL CESS 
ACT L--:SUENDE:L 
SCENE, Lord Loverule's Houſe. 


Enter Lord Loverule, and Lady Arabella. He ſcllow- 
ing her. 


Lady ARABELL A. 


ELL, look you, my Lord, I can bear it no 
longer ; nothing ſtill but about my Faults, my 
Faults! an agreeable Subject truly! 
L4. Lov, But Madam, if you won't hear of your 
Fau'ts, how is it likely you ſhou'd ever mend 'em? 
La. Ara. Why I don't intend to mend 'em. I can't 
mend 'em, I have told you ſo a hundred times; you 
know 1 have try'd todo it, over and over, and it hurts 
me ſo, I can't bear it. Why, don't you know, my 
Lord, that whenever (juſt zo pleaſe you only) I have 


gone about to v ean my ſelf from a Fault (one of my 
Faults 


Hours 
OCCa lid 
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Faults I mean that I love dearly) han't it put me ſo 
our of Humour, you cou'd ſcarce endure the Houſe 
with me? 

Ld. Lov, Look 1 my Dear, it is very true, that 
in weaning one's ſelf from 

La. Ara. Weaning? why ay, don't you ſee, that ev'n 
in weaning poor Children from the Nurſe, it's almoit 
the Death of 'em? and don't you ſee your true Religi- 
ous People, when they go about to wean themſelves, 
and have ſolemn Days of Faſting and Praying, on pur- 
poſe to help them, does it not ſo diſorder them, there's 
no coming near em; are they not as croſs as the Devil? 
and then they don't do the Buſinels neither; for next 
Fat their Faults are juſt where tney were the Day be- 

ore. 

Ld. Lov. But Madam, can you think it a Reaſonable 
thing, to be abroad *till Two a Clock in the Morning, 
when you know I go to Bed at Eleven? 

La. Ara. And can you think it a Wile thing (to 
talk your own way now) and go to Bed at Eleven, 
when you know I am likely to diſturb you by coming 
there at Three ? 

Ld. Lov. Well, the manner of Women's living of 
late is inſupportable, and ſome way or other 

La. Ara. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe — Pray, my 
Lord, one Word of fair Argument : You complain of 
my late Hours; I of your early ones ; ſo f:r we are 
even, you'll allow; but which gives us the beſt Figure 
in the Eve of the polite World? my Two a Clock, 
ſpeaks Life, Activity, Spirit, and Vigour; your Eleven 
has a Dull, Drowſy, Stupid, good-tor-nothing Sound 
with it. It ſavours much of a Mechanick, who 
muſt ger to Bed betimes, that he may rief early to 
open his Shop. Faugh! | 

La. Lov. I thought to go to Bed early and riſe ſo, 
was ever eſteem'd a right Practice for all People. 

La. Ara. Beaſts do it. 

Ld. Lov. Fy, tv, Madam, fy ; but "tis not! your ill 
Hours alone diſturd me; but the. ill Com; ary who 
occaſion thoſe ill Hours. K 

> 


La. dra. 
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La. Ara. And pray what ill Company may thoſe be? 

Ld, Lov. Why, Women that loſe their Money, and 
Men that win it : eſpecially when 'tis to be paid out 
of their Husbands Eſtate; or if that fail, and the Cre- 
ditor be a little preſſing, the * will perhaps be ob- 
lig d to try, if the Gentleman inſtead of Gold will ac- 
cept of a Trinket. 

La. Ara. My Lord, you grow ſcurrilous, and you'll 
make me hate you, 1'l] have you to know I keep 
Company with the policeſt People in the Town, and 
the Aſſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch. 

Ld. Lov. So are the Churches now and then. 

La. Ara. My Friends frequent them often, as well 
as the Aſſemblies, 

Ld. Lov. They wou'd do it oftner, if a Groom of 
the Chamber there were allow'd to furniſh Cards and 
Dice to the Company. 

La. Ara. You'd make a Woman mad. 

Ld, Lov. You'd make a Man a Foo]. 

La. Ara. It Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my Power, 

Ld. Lov. TIl try if I can prevent your making me a 
Beggar at leaſt. 

La. Ara. A Beggar! Craſus! I'm out of Patience— 
I won't come home 'till four to-morrow Morning, 

Ld. Lev, I'll order the Doors to be lock'd at Twelve. 

La. Ara. Then I won't come home till to-morrow 


Night, | 
Ld. Lov, Then you ſhall never come home again, 
Madam. [ Exit, 


La. Ara. There he has knock'd me down: My Fa- 
ther upon our Marriage ſaid, Wives were come to that 
paſs, he did not think it fit they ſhou'd be truſted with 
Pin-money, and ſo wou'd not let this Man ſettle one 

Penny upon his poor Wife, to ſerve her at a dead Lift 
for feparate Maintenance, 
| Enter Clarinda, 

Clar. Good-morrow, Madam ; how do you do to- 

day? you ſeem to be in a little fluſter. 


La. Aria: 


e 


{| with 
e one 


d Lift 


do to- 


4. Ard: 


A Journey to London. 24F 


Za. Ara. My Lord has been in one, and as I am 
the moſt complaiſant poor Creature in the World, I 
put my ſelf into one too, purely to be ſuitable Com- 
pany to him, 

Clar. You are prodigious good; but ſurely it muſt 
be mighty agreeable wien a Min and his Wife can 
give themſelves the ſame turn of Converſation. 

La. Ara. O, the prettieſt Thing in the World, 

Clar, But yet, tho” I believe there's no Life ſo hap- 
Py as a marry'd one, in the main; yet I fanſy, where 
two People are ſo very much together, they muſt of- 
ten be in want of ſomething to talk upon, 

La. Ara. Clarinda, you are the moſt miſtaken in 
the world; marry'd People have Things to talk of, 
Child, that never enter into the Imagination of others: 
Why now, here's my Lord and I, we han't been mar- 
ry'd above two ſhort Years you know, and we haye al- 
ready eight or ten Things conſtantly in Bank, that 
whenever we want Company, we can talk of any one 
of them for two Hours together, and the Subject never 
the flatter, It will be as freſh next Day, if we have 
occaſion for it, as it was the firſt Day it entertain'd us, 

Clar. Why that muſt be wonderful pretty. 

La. Ara. O, there's no Life like it. This very Day 
now, for Example, my Lord and I, after a pretty chear- 
ful tite à tete Dinner, ſat down by the Fire-ſide, in an 
idle, indolent, pick-tooth Way for a while, as if we had 
not thought of one another's being in the Room. At 
laſt (ſtretching himſelf, and yawning twice) My Dear, 
ſays he, you came home very late laſt Night. TwWas 
but Two in the Morning, ſays IJ. I was in Bed 
(yawning) by Eleven, ſays he. So you are every 
Night, ſays I, Well, ſays he, I am amaz'd, how you 
can fit up ſo late, How can you be amaz'd, ſays I, 
at a Thing that happens ſo often? Upon which, we 
enter'd into Converſation. And tho? this is a Point has 
entertain'd us above fifty times already, we always 
find ſo many new pretty Things to ſay upon't, that 
[ believe in my Soul it will laſt as long as we live. 


= Clara 
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Clar. But in ſuch ſort of Family Dialogues (tho' ex- 
wmemely well for paſſing of Time) don't there now 
and then enter ſome Hufe wiity ſort of Bitterneſs ? 

La. Ara. O yes; which dog't do amiſs at all, a little 
ſomething that's ſharp, moderates the extreme Sweet- 
neſs of matrimonial Society, which wou d elſe perhaps 
be cloying. Tho? to tell you the Truth, Clarinda, I 
think we ſqueezed a little too much Lemon into it, 
this Bout, for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that I think I al- 
moſt told him he was a F6ol; and he talkt ſomething 
odly of turning me out of Doors, | 
Clar. O, but have a care of that, 

La. Ara. Why, to be ſerious, Clarmda, what wou'd 
you have a Woman do in my Caſe? There is no one 
Thing he can do in this World to pleaſe me—Except 
giving me Money ; and that he is growing weary of; 
and I at the ſame time (partly by Nature, and partly per- 
haps by keeping the beſt Company) do with my Soul 
love almoſt every Thing that he hates; I dote upon 
Afﬀemblies, adore Maſquerades, my Heart bounds at a 
Ball; I love a Play to diſtration, Cards inchant me, 
and Dice — put me out of my little Wits Dear, 
dear Hazard, what Muſick there is in the Rattle of the 
Dice, compared to a fleepy Opera! Do you ever play 
at Hazard, Clarinda? 9 

Clary, Never; I don't think it fits well upon Wo- 
men; it's very maſculine, and has too much of a Rake; 
vou ſee how it makes the Men ſwear and curſe. Sire 
it muſt inc'ine the Women to do the ſame too, if they 
durſt give way to it. | 

La. Ara. So it does; but hitherto, for a little De- 
cency, we keep it in; and when in ſpite of our Teeth, 
an Oath gets into our Mouths, we ſwallow it. 

Clar. That's enough to burſt you; but in time per- 
haps you'll let 'em fly as they & 

Ta. Ara. Why 'tis probable we may, for the Pleaſure 
of all polite Women's Lives now, you know, is found- 
ed upon entire Liberty to do what they will. But 
ſhall I tell you what happen'd t'other Night? Having 
loſt all my Money but ten melancholy Guineas, and 

throwing 
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throwing out for them, what do you think ſlipt from 
me? 


Clar. An Oath ? 

La. Ara; Gud ſoons! 

Clar, O Lord! O Lord! did not it frighten you out 
of your Wits ? 

La. Ara. Clarinda, I thought a Gun had gone off, — 
wars forget, you are a Prude, and delign to live ſo- 
berly. 

Clar. Why 'tis true; both my Nature and Educa- 
tion, do in a good degree incline me that Way. - 

La. Ara, Well fly to be ſober is to be terribly 
dull. You will marry; won't you? 

Clay, I can't tell but I may. 

La. Ara. And you'll live ia Town? 

Clar. Half the Year, I ſhou'd like it very well. 

La, Ara. And you wou'd live in London half a 


. 


e ar, to be ſober in it? 


Clar, Yes. 


La. Ara. Why can't you as well go and be ſober 
in the Country ! 2 

Clar. So I wou'd the t'other half Year, 

La. Ara. And pray what -pretty Scheme of Life 
wou'd you form now, for your Summer and Winter 
ſober Entertainments ? | 

Clar. A Scheme that, I think, might very well con- 
tent us, 

La. Ara. Let's hear it. | 

Clar. I cou'd, in Summer, paſs my Time very agree- 
ably, in riding ſoberly, in walking ſoberly, in fitting 
under a Tree ſobetly, in Gardening ſoberly, in read- 
ing ſoberly, in hearing a little Muſick ſoberly, in con- 
verſing with ſome agreeable Friends ſoberly, in work- 
ing ſoberly, in managing my Family and Children (it 
J had any) ſoberly, and poſſibly by theſe means I 
might induce my Husband to be as ſober as my ſelf. 

La. Ara. Well Clarinda, thou art a-moſt contemp- 
tible Creature, But let's have the ſober Town Scheme 
too, for Iam charm'd wtth the Country one. 


L4 Clar, 
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Clar. You ſhall, and I'Il try to ſtick to my Sobrie- 
ty there too. 

La. Ara. If you do, you'll make me ſick of you. 
But let's hear it however. | 

Cla. I would entertain my ſelf in obſerving the new 
Faſhions ſoberly, I would pleaſe my ſelf in New 
Clothes ſoberly, I would divert my ſelf with agree- 
able Friends at Home and Abroad ſoberly, I would 
play at Quadrille ſoberly, I would go to Court ſo- 

erly, I would go to ſome Plays ſoberly, I would go 
to Operas ſoberly, and I think I cou'd go once, 
= 1 I lik'd my Company, twice to a Maſquerade 
obe: ly, 

"ph If it had not been for that laſt Piece of So- 
briety, I was going to call for ſome Surfeit-water, 

Clar. Why don't you think, that with the further 
Aid of breakfaſting, dining, ſupping, and fleeping (not 
to ſay a word of 5 the four and twenty Hours 
might roll over, in a tolerable manner ? 

La. Ara. How 1 deteſt that Word, Tolerable! And 
ſo will a Country Relation of ours, that's newly come 
to Town, or I'm miſtaken. 

Clar. Who is that? 

La. Ara. Even my dear Lady Headpiece. 

Clary. Is ſhe come? 

La. Ara. Yes, her Sort of a tolerable Husband has 
gotten to be choſen Parliament-Man at ſome ſimple 
Town or other, upon which ſhe has perſuaded him to 
bring her and her Folks up to London. 

MX ar. That's Good; I think ſhe was never here be- 
re. 

La. Ara. Not ſince ſhe was nine years old; but 
ſhe has had an outrageous Mind to it ever ſince ſhe 
was marry'd. 

Clar. Then ſhe'll make the moſt of it I ſuppoſe, 
now ſhe is come. 

La. Ara. Depend upon that. 

Clar. We muſt go and viſit her. 

La. Ara. By all means; and may be you'll have a 
Mind to offer her your Tokrable Scheme for her 2 

on 
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don Diverſion this Winter; if you do, Miſtreſs, IN 
mew her mine too, and you ſhall ſee, ſhe'll ſo deſpiſe 
you and adore me, that if I do but chirrup to her, 
the'll hop after me like a tame Sparrow, the Town 
round. But there's your Admirer I ſee coming in, 
I'll oblige him, and leave you to receive Part of his 
Viſit, while I ſtep up to write a Letter. Beſides, to 
tell you the Truth, 1 don't like him half ſo well as I 
us'd to do: he falls off of late from being the Com- 
pany he was, in our way, In ſhort, I think he's 
growing to be a little like my Lord. [Exit, 


Enter Sir Charles. 


Sir Charles. Madam, your Servant; they told me 
Lady Arabella was here. | 

Clar. She's only ſtept up to write a Letter, ſhe'll 
come down preſently. 

Sir Charles. Why, does ſhe write Letters? I thought 
ſhe had never Time for't: pray how may ſhe have 
diſpoſed of the reſt of the Day ? 

Clar. A good deal as uſual; ſhe has Viſits to make 
till fix; ſhe's then engag'd to the Play; from that *rill 
Court-time, fhe's to be at Cards at Mrs. Idle's; after 
the Drawing-room, ſhe takes a ſhort Supper with 
Lady Hazard, and from thence they go together to 
the Aſſembly. 

Sir Charles. And are you to do all this with ber? 

Clar. The Viſits and the Play, no more. 

Sir Charles. And how can you forbear all the reſt 

Clar. 'Tis eaſy to forbear, what we are not very 
fond of. 

Sir Charles, I han't found it ſo. I have paſt much 
of my Life in this hurry of the Ladies, yet was never 
ſo pleas'd, as when 1 was at quiet without em. 

Clar. What then induced you to be with 'em ? 

Sir Charles. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion, 

Clar. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe? 

Sir Charles, To ſpeak honeſtly, yes. When one i; 


in a Toyſhop, there was no forbearing the Bawbles: 


fo I was perpetually engaging with ſome Coquet or 
. . other, 
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Other, whom I cou'd love perhaps juſt enough, to 
Put it into her Power to plague me. | 
N Which Power I ſuppoſe ſhe ſometimes made 

e of, 

Sir Charles, The Amours of a Coquet, Madam, ge- 
nerally mean ncthing farther; I look upon them and 
Prudes to be Nuſances much alike, tho' they ſeem 
very different; the firſt are always diſturbing the Men, 
ard the latter always abuſing the Women. 

Clar. And all I think is to eſtabliſh the Character 
of being virtuous. 

Sir Charles. That is, being chaſte they mean, for 
they know no other Virtue; therefore indulge them - 
ſelves in every Thing elſe that's vicious; they (againſt 
Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they find 
more Pleaſure in doing Miſchief with it, than the 
ſhou'd have in parting with it, But, Madam, if bot 
theſe Characters are ſo odious, how highly to be va- 
lued is that Woman, who can attain all they aim at, 
without the Aid of the Folly or Vice of either. 


Enter Lady Arabella. 


Ta. Ara. Your Servant, Sir, I won't ask your Par- 
don for leaving you alone a little with a Lady that I 
know ſhares ſo much of your good Opinion. 

Sir Charles, I wiſh, Madam, ſhe cou'd think my 
good O; inion of Value enough, to afford me a ſmall 
Part in hers. | | 

La. Ara. I believe, Sir, every Woman who knows 
ſhe has place in a fine Gentleman's good Opinion, 
will be glad to give him one in hers, if ſhe can. But 
however you two may ſtand in one another's, you 
muſt take another Time, if you deſire to talk farther 
about it, or we ſhan't have enough to make our Vi- 
fits in; and ſo your Servant, Sir, Come Clarinda. 

Sir Charles, I'll tay and make my Lord a Viſit, if 
you will give me leave. 

La. Ara, You have my Leave, Sir, tho' you were 
a Lady. [Exit with Clar. 
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Enter Lord Loverule. | 

Id. Love. Sir Charles, your Servant; what, have 
the Ladies left you? | | 

Sir Charles, Yes, and the Ladies in general I hop, 
will leave me too. 

Ld. Love. Why ſo? | 
Sir Charles. That I mayn't be put to the ill Manners 
of leaving them fu ſt. | 

Ld. Lov. Do you then already find your Gallantry 
inclining to an Ebb? / 

Sir Charles, 'Tis not that I am yet old enough to 
juſtify my ſelf in an idle Retreat, but I have got, I 
think, a ſort of Surfeit on me, that leſſens much the 
Force of Female Charms, 

Ld. Love. Have you then been ſo glutted with their 

Favours? 
Sir Charles, Not with their Favours, but with their 
Service; it is unmerciful. I once thought my ſelf a 
tolerable Time-killer; I drank, I play'd, I intrigu'd, 
and yet I had Hours enow for reaſonable Uſes; but 
he that will liſt himſelf a Lady's Man of Mettle now, 
ſhe'll work him ſo at Cards and Dice, ſhe won't af- 
ford him time enough to play with her at any thing 
elſe, tho' ſhe her ſelf ſhould have a tolerable good 
Mind to it, | 

Lord Lov. And fo the diſorderly Lives they lead, make 
you incline to a Reform of your own. | 

Sir Charles. 'Tis true; for bad Examples (if they are 


but bad enough) give us as uſeful Reflections as good 


ones do. 

Ld. Lov. Tis pity any thing that's bad, ſhou'd come 
from Women. 

Sir Charles, Tis ſo indeed, and there was a happy 
time, when both you and I thought there neve 
could. 

Ld. Lov. Our early firſt Conceptions ofthem, I well 
remember were, that they never cou'd be vicious, not 
never cou'd be old. 

Sir Charles, We thought fo then; the beauteous 
Form we ſaw them caſt in ſeem'd deſign'd a Habita- 

lion. 
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tion for no Vice, nor no Decay; all I had conceiv'd 
of Angels, I conceived of them, true, tender, gentle, 
xnodeſt, generous, conſtant, I thought was writ in e- 
very Feature; and in my Devotions, Heav'n, how did 
1 adore thee, that Bleſſing like them ſhou'd be the 
Portion of ſuch inferior Creatures, as I took my ſelf, 
and all Men elſe (compar'd with them) to be — 
but where's that Adoration now? 

Ld. Lov. Tis with ſuch fond young Fools as you 
and I were then. 

Sir Charles. And with ſuch it ever will be, 

Ld. Lov, Ever. The Pleaſure is fo great, in believ- 


ing Women to be, what we wiſh them; that nothing 


but a long and ſharp Experience can ever make us 
think them otherwiſe, That Experience, Friend, both 
you and | have had; but yours has been at other Men's 
Expence; mine at my own. 

Sir Charles. Perhaps you'd wonder, ſhou'd you 
find me diſpoſed to run the Riſque of that Experience 
too. 

1.4. Love. I ſhou'd indeed. 

Sir Charles, And yet is poſſible I may; know at 
leaſt, I have ſo much of my early Folly left, to think, 
there's yet one Woman fit to make a Wife of : How 
far ſuch a one can anſwer the Charms of a Miſtreſs , 
marry'd Men are ſilent in, ſo paſs — for that, I'd 
take my Chance; but cou'd ſhe make a Home eaſy to 
her Partner, by letting him find there a chearful Com- 
E an agreeable Intimate, a uſeful Aſſiſtant, a 
aithful Friend, and (in its Time perhaps) a tender Mo- 
ther, ſuch change of Life, from what 1 lead, ſeems not 
unwiſe to think of. 

Ld. Lov, Not unwiſe to purchaſe, if to be had for 
Millions; but 

Sir Charles. But what? 

Ld, Lov, If the reverſe of this ſhou'd chance to be 
2 bitter Diſappointment, what wou'd the Life be 

en? | | 

Sir Charles, A damn'd one, 

£4. Lov. And what Relief? 
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Sir Charles. A ſhort one; leave it, and return to 


that 35 left, if you can't find a better. 
Ld, Lov. He ſays right that's the Remedy, 


and a juſt one — for if I ſell my Liberty for Gold, 


and'I am foully paid in Braſs, ſhall I be held to keep 
the Bargain? [ Aſode.. 

Sir Charles, What are you thinking of? 

Ld. Lov. Of what you have ſaid. 

Sir Charles, And was it well faid? 

Ld. Lov, I begin to think it might. 

Sir Charles. Think on, "twill give you Eaſe 
the Man who has Courage enough to part with a- 
Wife, need not much dread the having one; and he 
that has not ought to tremble at being a Husband 
But perhaps I have ſaid too much; you'll pardon 
however the Freedom of an old Friend, becauſe you 
know I am ſo; ſo your Servant. Exit. 

Ld. Lov, Charles farewel, I can take nothing as ill 
meant that comes from you. 

Nor ought my Wife to think I mean amiſs to her; 
if I convince her I'll endure no longer that ſhe ſhould 
thus expoſe her ſelf and me. No doubt *twill grieve 
her ſorely, Phyſick's a lothſome Thing, till we find it 
gives us Health, and then we are thankful to thoſe. 
who made us take it, Perhaps ſhe may do ſo by me, 
if ſhe does 'tis well; if not, and ſhe reſolves ro make 
the Houſe- ring with Repriſals; I believe (tho' the. 
Misfortune's great) he'll make a better Figure in the 
World, who keeps an ill Wife out of Doors, than he 
that keeps her within. 
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ACT W. SCENE I. 
Euter Lady Headpiece and Mrs. Motherly. 
Lady Hzavyinca. | | 


80, you are acquainted with Lady Arabella, I find. 
Mrs. Moth. Oh Madam I have had the Honour 
to know her Ladyſhip almoſt from a Child, and a 
charming Woman ſhe has made. 

La. Head. | like her prodigioufly; I had ſome Ac- 
quaintance with her in the Country two Years ago; 
but ſhe's quite another Woman here. | 

Mys. Moth, Ah Madam, two Years keeping Com- 
your with the polite People of the Town will do Won- 


ers in the Imprevement of a Lady, ſo ſhe has it but | 


about her. 

La. Head. Now 'tis my Misfortune, Mrs. Motherly, 
to come late to School. | 

Mrs. Moth. Oh! don't be difcouraged at that, Ma- 
dam, the Quickneſs of your Lady ſhip's Parts will eaſily 
recover your loſs of a little Time. 


La. Head. O! You flatter me! But I'll endeavour | 
by Induſtry and Applic:tion to make it up; ſuch Parts | 
as I have ſhall not lye idle. My Lady Arabella has | 
been ſo good, to offer me already her Introduction, 
to thoſe Aſſemblies, where a Woman may ſooneſt learn | 


to make he; ſelf valuable to every Body. 


Mrs. Moth. But her Huband. [Aſide. | 


Her Lidyſhip, Madam, can indeed, better than any 


Body, introduce you, where every Thing, that accome | 
pliſhes a fine Lan, is practiſed, to the laſt Perfection, 
e 


Madam, ſhe her 


It is at the very Tip Top of it 


tis pity, poor Lady, ſhe ſhyu'd meet With any Diſ- 


couragements. 
Za. Head 


— c. 


Our 


om- 
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Ta. Head. Diſcouragements! from whence pray? 

Ars. Moth, From Home ſometimes — my Lord 
a — 

La. Head. What does he do > 

Mrs, Moth. But one ſhou'd not talk of Peeple of 
Qualities Family-Concerns. 1 « 

La. Head. O, no matter, Mrs. Motherly, as long as 
it goes no farther. My Lord, you were ſaying 

Mrs. Moth. Why, my Lord, Madam, is a ſittle hu- 
mourſome, they ſay. eat 

La. Head. Humourſome? 

Mrs. Moth, Yes, they ſay he's humourſome. 

L. Head... As how, pray? ' 0 7 

Mrs. Moth. Why, it my poor Lady perhaps does- 
but ſtay out at Night, may be four or five Hours after- 
he's in Bed, he'll be croſs. | 5 

La. Head. What for ſuch a thing as that? 

Mrs. Moth, Yes, he'll be croſs; and then, if ſhe hap- 
pens, it may be, to be unfortunate at Play, and loſe 
a great deal of Money, more than ſhe'has to pay, then 
Madam, | . he'll ſnub. + | 

La. Head. Out upon him, ſaub ſuch a Woman as: 
ſhe is? I can tell you, Mrs. Motherly, I that am but a 
Country Lady, ſhou'd 'Sir Francis take upon him to 
ſnub me, in Tondon, he'd raife a Spirit wou'd make his 
Hair ſtand an end. | 

Mrs, Moth. Really, Madam, that's the only way to- 
deal with 'em | 

| Enter Miſs Betty.. 

And here comes pretty Miſs Betty, that I believe 
will never be made a Fool of, when ſhe's married. 

* Miſs Betty. No by my Troth won't I. What, are 
you talking of my being marry'd, Mother? 

' La, Head. No, Miſs; Mrs. Motherly was only faying 
y=u a good Wife you wou'd make, when you were 
0. | we 
Miſs.. Betty, The ſooner it's try'd, Mother, the 


ſooner it will be known, Lord, here's the Colonel, 
Madam? ? 


- 


Enter 
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Enter Colonel. 

La. Head. Colonel, your Servant. 

Miſs Betty. Your Servant, Colonel. 

Col. Ladies, your moſt obedient I hope, 
Madam, the Town Air continues to agree with you? 

La. Head. Mighty well, Sir, 

Miſs Betty. Oh prodigious well, Sir, We have bought 
2 new Coach, and an Ocean of new Clothes, and we 
are to go to the Play to-night, and to-morrow we go 
to the Opera, and next Night we go to the Aſſembly, 
and then the next Night after, we ———— 

La. Head. Softly, Miſs ... . Do you go to the Play 
to-night, Colonel? 

Col I did not deſign it, Madam; but now I find 
there is to be ſuch good Company, I'll do myſelf the 
Honour (if you'll give me leaye, Ladies) tocome and 
lead you to your Coach. 

La. Head, It's extremely obliging. 

Miſs Betty. It is indeed mighty well-bred. 

Lord Colonel, what a difference there is, between 
your way, and our Country Companions; one of 
them would have ſaid, What you are aw gooing to 
the Playhouſe then? Yes, ſays we, won't you come 
and lead us out? No, by good Feggings, ſays he, ye 
ma' een ta' Care o' your ſells, y'are awd enough; and 


ſo he'd ha'gone to get drunk at the Tavern againſt we 


came Home to Supper. 
Mrs. Moth. Ha, ha, ha! well, ſure Madam, your 


Lady ſhip is the happieſt Mother in the World to have 
ſuch a charming Companion to your Daughter. 
Col. The prettieſt Creature upon Earth! F 

Miſs Betty. D'ye hear that, Mother? Well, he's a 
fine Gentleman really, and I think a Man of admira- 
ble Senſe. \ | 

La. Head. Softly, Miſs, he'll hear you. 

Miſs Betty. If he does, Madam, he'il think I ſay 
true, and he'll like me never the worſe for that, I 


hope 


ma, won't you carry Mariilia to the Play with us? 
La. Head. 


Where's your Niece Martilla, Mrs. Motherly > Ma- 
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Ls. Head, With all my Heart. Child. 

Col, She's a very pretty civil ſoit of Woman, Ma- 
dam, and Miſs will be very happy in having ſuch a 
Companion in the Houſe with her. 

Aiſs Betty. 80 I ſhall indeed, Sir, and I love her 
dearly already, we are growing very great together. 

La. Head. But what's become of your Brother, 
ox 25k I han't ſeen him theſe two Hours, where is 

> 

Miſs Betty. Indeed, Mother, I don't know where he 
is; 1 faw him aſleep about half an Hour ago by the 
Ki:chen Fire. 

Col, Muſt not he go to the Play too? 

La. Head. Yes, 1 think he ſhou'd go, tho' he'll be 
weary on't, before it's half done. 

Miſs Betty. Weary? yes, and then he'll fit, and 
yawn, and ſtretch like a Greyhound by the Fire-ſide, 
"till he does ſome naſty thing or other, that they'll 
turn him out of the Houſe, ſo it's better to leave him 


at Home. 


Mrs. Moth, O, that were pity, Miſs, Plays will 
enliven him ———— ſee, here he comes, and my Niece 
with him. 

Enter Squire Humphry and Martilla. 

Cel. Your Servant, Sir; you come in good time, the 
Ladies are all going to the Play, and wanted you to help 
Gallant them. 

Squire Humph. And fo 'twill be Nine a Clock, before 
one ſhall get any Supper. 

Miſs Betty. Supper! why your Dinner is not out of 
your Mouth yet, at leaſt tis all about the Brims of it. 
See how greaſy his Chops is, Mother. 

La. Head, Nay, if he han't a Mind to go, he need 
not, You — ſtay here till your Father comes home 


from the Parliament Houſe, and then you may eat a 
broil'd Bone together. 


Miſs Betty. Yes and drink a Tankard of Strong Beer 
ether, and then he may tell you all he has been 
doing in the Parliament Houſe, and you may tell 


| kim all you haye been thinking of when you were 


aſlee p, 
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aſleep, in the Kitchen; and then if you'll put it all 
down in Writing, when we come from the Play, I'll 
read it to the Company. 

Squire Humph. Siſter, I don't like your Joking, and 
you are not a well-behay'd young Woman, and al- 
tho“ my Mother encourages you, my Thoughts are, 
you are not too big to be whipt. 

Miſs Betty. How, Sirrah ? 

Squire Humph. There's a civil young Gentlewoman 
ſtands there, is worth a hundred of you. And I be- 
lieve ſhe'll be marry'd before you. 

Miſs Betty. Cots my Life, I bave a good Mind to 
pull your Eyes out. 

La, Head. Hold, Miſs, hold, don't be in ſuch a 
Paſſion neither, £ 

Miſs Betty, Mama, it is not that I am angry at any 
thing he ſays to commend Martilla, for I wiſh ſhe 
were to be marry'd to-morrow, that I might have a 
Dance at her Wedding; but what need he abuſe me 
for ? y | | 
I wiſh the Lout had Mettle enough to be in Love 
with her, ſhe'd make pure Spor: with rim. [Aſde. 

Does your Heavinets find any Inclinations moving 
towards the Lady you admire — ſpeak ! are you in 
Love with her? 

Squire Humph, 1 am in Love with no Body; and if 
any Body be in Love with me, mayhap they had as 
good be quiet, 2 a 
Miſs Betty. Hold your Tongue, I'm quite ſick of 
OU. 0 8 1 
? Come, Martilla, you are to go to the Play with us. 

Mart. Am I, Miſs? I am ready to wait upon you, 

La. Head. I believe it's time we ſhou'd be going, 
Colonel, is not it? . 5 

Col. Yes, Madam, I believe it is. 

La. Head, Come then; who is there? 
Enter Servant, 

Is the Coach at a Door? 

Serv, It has been there this hafe';Haur, ſo pleaſe 
your Lady ſnip. 158 ; 


. 


Miſs 


cis. 


eaſe 


Miſs 
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Ni, Betty. And are all the People in the Street ga- 
zing at it, Tom?” 

Serv. That are they, Madam; and Roger has drank 
ſo much of his own Beveridge, that he's e' en as it were 
gotten a little drunk. 

La Head. Not fo drunk, I hope, but that he can 
drive us ? 

Serv, Yes, yes, Madam, he drives beſt when he's a 
little upiſn. When Roger's Head turns, rau d go the 
Wheels, i'faith. 

Miſs Betty, Never fear, Mama, as long as it's to the 
Play-Houfe, there's no Danger. 

La. Head. Well, Daughter, ſince you are ſo cou- 
rageous, it ſhan't be ſaid I make any Difficulty ; and 
if the Colonel is ſo Gallant, to have a Mind to ſhare 
our Danger, we have room for him, if he pleaſes. 

Col. Madam, you do me a great deal of Honour, 
and I'm ſure you give me a great deal of Pleaſure, 

Miſs Betty. Come, dear Mama, away we go. 

Ex. all but Squire, Martifla and Mrs. Motherly. 

Squire Humph. I did not think you wou'd have gone. 

2 [To Martilla, 

Mart. O, I love a Play dearly. [ Exit. 

Mrs. Moth. I wonder, Squire, that you wou'd not 
99 to the Play with 'em. 

Squire Humph. What needed Martilla have gone? 
they were enow without her. | 

Mrs. Meth. O, ſhe was glad to go to divert her 
ſelf; and beſides, my Lady defir'd her to go with 
them. 

- Squire Humph. And ſo I am left alone. 

Mrs. Moth, Why, ſhou'd you have car'd for her 
Company ? | 

Squire Humph. Rather than none. 

Mrs. Moth. On my Conſcience, he's ready to cry; 
this is Matter to think of; but here comes Sir Fran- 
cis. 5 | | [ 4ſede. 

| E nter Sir Francis, . 
How do you do, Sir? I'm afraid theſe late Parlia- 
ment Hours won't agree with you.. | 
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Sir Fran, Indeed, I like them not, Mrs. Motherly; 
if they wou'd dine at twelve a Clock, as we do in the 
Country, a Man might be able to drink a reaſonable 
Bottle between that and Supper-time. 

Mrs. Moth. That would be niuch better indeed, Sir 
Francis, 

Sir Fran. But then when we conſider that what we 
undergo, is in being buſy for the Good of our Country, 
O, the Good of our Country is above all 
Things; what a Noble and Glorious Thing it is, Mrs. 
Aſotherly, that England can boaſt of five hundred zea+ 
lous Gentlemen, all in one Room, all of one Mind, 
upon a fair Occaſion, to go all together by the Ears for 
the Good of their Country Humphry, perhaps 
you'll be a Senator in time, as your Father is now; 
when you are, remember your Country; Spare no- 
thing for the Good of your Country; and when you 
come Home, at the end of the Seſſions, you will find 
your ſelf fo ador'd, that your Country will come and 
dine with you every Day in the Week. 

O, here's my Uncle Richard. 

Enter Uncle Richard, 

Mrs. Moth. Ithink, Sir, I had beſt get you a Mouth- 

ful of ſomething to ſtay your Stomach 'till Supper. 
Exit. 

Sir Fran. With all my Heart, for I'm almoſt fa- 
miſnt. | 

Squire Humph, And ſo ſhall I before my Mother 
comes from the Playhouſe, ſo I'll go get a butter'd 
Toaſt, [ Exit. 

Sir Fran. Uncle, I hope you are well. 

Uncle Rich. Nephew, if I had been Sick, I would not 
have come abroad; 1 ſuppoſe you are well, for I ſent 
this Morning, and was inform'd you. went out early; 
was it to make your Court to ſome of the Great Men ? 

Sir Fran. Yes Uncle, I was advis'd to loſe no time, 
fo 1 went to one Great Man, whom 1 had never ſeen 

before. | 

Uncle Rich. And who had you got to introduce 
you > 


St2 


rr” 015 4 14S Ho 


LS DO AD SPAM w 


1H 0 


Journey to Lo x DO. 261 


Sir Fran. No body; I remember'd 1 had heard a 


wiſe Man ſay, My Son, be bold; ſo I introduced 
my ſelf, 


Une. Rich. As how, I pray? 


Sir Fran, Why thus, Uncle; Pleaſe your Lordſhip, 
ſays I, 1 am Sir Francis Headpiece, of Headpiece-Hall, 


and Member of Parliament for the antient Borough of 


Gobble-Guiney. Sir, your humble Servant, ſays my 


Lord, tho“ 1 have not the Honour to know your Per- 


ſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt Gentleman, 
and I am very glad your Borough has made choice of 
ſo Worthy a Repreſentative; have you any Service to 
Commend me! Thoſe laſt Words, Uncle, gave me 
great Encouragement : and tho' I know you have not 
any very great Opinion of my Parts, I believe you 
won't ſay I miſt it now. 

Unc. Rich, I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe. 

Sir Fran, My Lord, ſays I, I did not deſign to ſay 
any thing to your Lordſhip to-day, about Buſineſs 
but fince your Lordſhip is ſo kind and free, as to bid 


2 ſpeak if I have any Service to Command you, I 
will, 


Unc. Rich, So. 


Sir Fran. 1 have, ſays I, my Lord, a good Eſtate, 
but it's a little aut at Elbows, and as I defire to ſerve 
my King, as well as my Country, I ſhall be very wil- 
ling to accept of a Place at Court. 

Unc. Rich. This was bold indeed. 

Sir Fran. I'cod, I ſhot him flying, Uncle; another 
Man would have been a Month before he durſt have 
open'd his Mauth about a Place. But you ſhall hear 
Sir Francis, ſays my Lord, what ſort of a Place may 
you have turn'd your Thoughts upon? My Lord, ſays 
I, Beggars muſt not be Chooſers ; but ſome Place a- 
bout a thouſand a Year, I believe, might do pretty 
weel to begin with. Sir Francis, ſays he, 1 ſhall 
be glad to ſerve you in any thing 1 can; and in 
ſaying theſe Words he gave me a Squeeze by the 
Hand, as much as to ſay, I'll do your Buſineſs. And 


to 
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ſo he turn'd to a Lord that was there, who lookt as 
if he came for a Place too, 

Unc. Rich. And ſo your Fortune's made. 

Sir Fran. Don't you think ſo, Uncle ? | 

Unc. Rich. Yes, tor juſt ſo mine was made 


twenty Years ago. 
Sir Fran. Why, I never knew you had a Place, 


Uncle. 
Unc. Rich. Nor I neither upon my Faith, Nephew : 


but you have been down at the Houſe ſince you made 


your Court, have not you? 
Sir Fran. O yes; I would not neglect the Houſe, 


for ever ſo much. 


Unc. Rich. And what may they have done there 


To-day, I pray? 

Sir Fran. Why truly, Uncle, I cannot well tell 
what they did. But I'll tell you what I did: I happen'd 
to make a little ſort of a Miſtake. 

Unc, Rich. How was that ? 

Sir Fran. Why you muft know, Uncle, they were 
all got into a ſort of a hodge-podge Argument tor the 
Good of the Nation, which I did not well underſtand; 
however, I was convinc'a, and fo reſoly'd to Vote 
aright, — to my Conſcience; but they made 
ſuch a p_ uſineſs on't, when they put the Queſti- 
on, as they call it, that, I believe, I cry'd Ay, when 
I ſhould have cry'd No; for a fort of a Facobite that 
fat next me, took me by the Hand, and ſaid, Sir, 
You are a Man of Honour, and a true Fnglihman, 
and I ſhould be glad to be better acquainted with you, 
and ſo he pull'd me along with the Croud into the 
Lobby with him, when, | believe, I ſhould have ſtay'd 
where I was. 

Une. Rich. And fo, if you had not quite made your 
Fortune before, you have clencht it now. 

Ah thou Head of the Headpeces ! [ Aſide, 

How now, what's the Matter here? 

Enter Lady Headpiece, exc in Diſorder, ſome dirty, 
[ome lame, ſome bloody. 

Sir Fran, Mercy on us! they are all kill'd. 

1. 
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Miſs Betty. Not for a Thouſand Pounds; but we have 
been all down in the Dirt together. | 

La. Head, We have had a fad Piece of work on't, 
Sir Francis, overturn'd in the Channel, as we were go- 
ing to the Play-houſe. 

Maſs Betty. Over and over, Papa; had it been com- 
ing from the Play-houſe I ſhould not haye car'd a 
Farthing. 

Sir Fran, But Child you are hurt, your Face is all 
bloody, 

Aliſs Betty. O Sir, my new Gown is all dirty. 

La. Head, The new Coach is all ſpoil'd. 

Miſs Betty. The Glaſles are all to bits. 

La. Head. Roger has put out his Arm. 

Miſs Betty. Would he had put out his Neck, for 
making us loſe the Play. 

Squire Humph, Poor Martilla has ſcratch'd her little 
Finger. 

La, Head. And here's the Poor Colonel; no body 
asks what he has done, I hope, Sir, you haye got no 
harm ? | | | 

Col, Court, Only a little wounded with ſome Pins I 
met with about your Ladyſhip. 

La Head. I am ſorry any thing about me ſhould do 
you harm. 

Col. Court. If it does, Madam, you have that a- 
bout you, it you pleaſe, will be my Cure. I hope 
your Ladyſhip feels nothing amiſs ? 

La. Head. Nothing at all, tho' we did rowl about 
together ſtrangely. 

Col Court, We did indeed. I'm ſure we rowl'd ſo, 
that my poor Hands were got once -— I don't know 
where they were got. But her Lady ſhip I fee will paſs 
by. Slips. 

Sir Fran, It would have been Pity the Colonel 
ſhould have receiv'd any Damage in his Services to 
the I. adies; he is the moſt complaiſant Man to 'em, 
Uncle; always ready when they have occaſion for 
him. 
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Uxc. Rich, Then I believe, Nephew, they'll neyer 


let him want Buſineſs. 
Sir Fran, O, but they ſhou'd not ride the free Horſe 


to death neither. Come Colonel, you'll ſtay and 
drink a Bottle, and eat a little Supper with us, after 


your Misfouune ? 

Col. Court, Sir, ſince I have been prevented from 
attending the Ladies to the Play, I ſhall be very proud 
to obey their Commands here at home. 

Sir Fran, A prodigious civil Gentleman, Uncle; and 
yet as bold as Alexander upon Occaſion. 

Unc. Rich. Upon a Lady's Occaſion. 

Sir Fran, Ha, ha, you are a Wag, Uncle; but Ibe- 
lieve he'd ſtorm any thing. 

Unc. Rich. Then I believe your Citadel may be in 
Danger. A fide. 


Sir Fran, Uncle, won't you break your Rule for 


once, and ſup from Home ? 

Unc. Rich. The Company will excuſe me, Nephew, 
they'll be freer without me; ſo good Night to them 
and you. | 

La Head, Good Night to you, Sir, ſince you won't 


ſtay. Come Colonel. 
Unc. Rich. Methinks this facetious Colonel is got 


upon a pretty, familiar, eaſy foot already with the Fa- 
mily of the Headpieces hum [A ſide. Exit. 

Sir Fran, Come, my Lady, let's all in, and paſs the 
Evening chearfully. And d'ye hear, Wife— a Word 
in your Ear—1 have got a promiſe of a Place in Court, 
of a thouſand a Year, he, hem. 
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ACT W. SCENE I. 
Enter Lady Arabella, as juft 7 walking penſively 


to her Toilet, follow'd by Truſty 


Lady At ABELLA. 


E LL, ſure never Woman had ſuch Luck—— 
theſe deviliſh Dice. — Sit up all Night; loſe 
all one's Money, and then —— how like a Hag I look. 

[ Sits at her Toilet, turning her Purſe inſide out. 

Not a Guinea — worth leſs by a 3 Pounds than 
I was at one a Clock this Morning — and then — I 
was worth nothing — what is to be done, Truſty 2 

Truſ. I wiſh 1 were wiſe enough to tell you, Ma- 
dam : but if there comes in any good Company to 
Breakſaſt with your Ladyſhip, perhaps you may have 
aRun of better Fortune, 

La. Ara. But I han't a Guinea to try my Fortune 
let me ſee—— who was that impertinent Man, that 
was ſo ſaucy laſt Week about Money, that I was 
forc'd to promiſe, once more, he ſhou'd have what I 
ow'd him this Morning? | 

Truſ. O, I remember, Madam; it was your old 
Mercer Short-yard, that you turn'd off a Year ago, be- 
cauſe he would truſt you no longer. 

La. Ara. That's true; and I think I bid the Stew- 
ard keep thirty Guineas out of ſome Money he was 
paying me to ſtop his odious Mouth, 

Truſ. Your Ladyſhip did ſo, 


La. Ara. Pr'ythee, Truſty, run and ſee whether the 


Wretch has got the Money yet; if not, tell the Stew- 
ard, I have occaſion for it my ſelf ; run quickly. 


Vor II. M [Trulty runs to the Door. 
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Truſ. Ab, Madam, he's juſt a paying it away now, 
in the Hall. 

La. Ara. Stop him! quick, quick, dear Truſty. 

Truſ. Hem, hem, Mr. Money-bag, a Word with you 
CU kiv, 

en. within, I'll come preſently, 

iru/, Preſei ty won't do, you muſt come this Mo- 
ment, 

Mon. I'm but juſt paying a little Money. 

1ru{, Cods my Lite, paying Money? is the Man 
diſtracted? Come here, I tell you, to my Lady this 
Moment, quick. . . 
| Moneybag comes to the Door With a Purſe in's Hand, 
My Lady ſays, you muſt not pay the Money to-day, 
there's a Miſtake in the Account, which ſhe muſt exa- 
mine; and ſhe's afraid tco there was a falſe Guinea or 
two left in the Purſe, which might diſgrace her. 

[ Twitches the Purſe from him. 

But ſhe's too buſy to look for 'em juſt now, ſo you 
muſt bid Mr. W hat-d'ye-call-'em come another time. 

There they are, Madam. [Gives her the Money. 

The poor Things were ſo near gone, they made me 
tremble; I fancy your Ladyſhip will give me one of 
thoſe falſe Guineas for good Luck. | Takes a Guinea. 

Thank you, Madam. | 

La. Ara. Why, I did not bid you take it. 

Truſ. No, but your Ladyſhip lookt as if you were 


juſt going to bid me, ſo I took it to ſave your Lady- | 


ſhip the Trouble of Speaking. 

La. Ara. Well, for once — but hark — I think 
I hear the Man making a Noiſe yonder. 

Truſ. Nay, I don't expect he'll go out of the Houſe 
quietly, I'm I 

La. Ara. Do. 


Truſ. He's in a bitter Paſſion with poor Moneybag; 1 


I believe he' ll beat him — Lord, how he ſwears! 


La. Ara. And a ſober Citizen too! that's a Shame. | 
Truſ. He * he will ſpeak with you, Madam, tho“ 
| Lord! he's coming] 


the Devil held your Door 
hither full drive, but I'll lock him our, 


La. 


ſten. [Goes to the Door. 
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Geog Ara. No matter, let bim come: I'll reaſon with 
119 
Tr:u/. But he's a ſaucy Fellow for all that, 
Enter Short- yard. 
What wou'd you have, Sir? 

Short. 1 wcu'd have my Due, Miſtreſs, 

Truf. That wou'd be—to be well cudgell'd, Maſter, 
for coming ſo familarly, where you ſhou'd not come. 

La. Ara, Do you think you do well, Sir, to intrude 
into my Dreſſing- room? 

Short, Madam, I fold my Goods to you in your 
Dreſſing- room, I don't know why I mayn't ask for my 
Money there, 

La. Ara. You are very ſhort, Sir, 

Short. Your Ladyſhip won't complain of my Pati- 
ence being ſo? | 

La. Ara. I complain of nothing, that ought not to 
he complain'd of; but I hate ill Manners. 

Short. So do I, Madam but this is the Seven- 
teenth time I have been order'd to come, with good 
Manners, for my Money, to no Purpoſe. 

La, Ara. Your Money, Man! Is that the Matter? 
Why it has lain in the Steward's Hands this Week 
for you. 

Short. Madam, you yourſelf appointed me to come 
this very Morning for it. 

La. Ara, But why did you come fo late then! 

Short. So late! I came ſoon enough, I thought, 


La. Ara. That thi:king wrong, makes us liable to a 


world of Diſappointments ; if you had thought of 


coming one Minute ſooner, you had had your Money. 

Short. Gad bleſs me, Madim ; I had the Money as I 
thought, I'm ſure it was telling out, and I was writing 
a Receipt for'r. 

Traſ. Why there you thought wrong again, Maſter, 

La. Ara. Yes, for you ſhou'd never think of writing 
a Receipt *till the Money is in your Pocket. 

Short, Why I did think 'twas in my Pocket. 

Truſ. Look you, _—_— again! Indeed Mr, Shore. 
yard, you make ſo many B unders, 'tis im poſſible but 
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you muſt ſuffer by it, in your Way of Trade. I'm 
ſorry for you, and you'll be undone. 

Short. And well I may, when 1 ſell my Goods to 
People that won't Pay me for 'em, till the Intereſt of 
my Money eats out all my Profit: I fold them ſo cheap, 
becauſe I thought I ſhou'd be paid the next _ 

Truſ. Why there again! there's another of your 
Thoughts ; paid the next Day, and you han't been paid 
this Twelvemonth, you ſee. 

Short, Oons, I han't been paid at all, Miſtreſs, 

La, Ara. Well, Tradeſmen are ſtrange unreaſonable 
Creatures, refuſe to ſell People any more Things, and 
then quarrel with 'em becauſe they don't pay for thoſe 
they have had already. 

Now what can you ſay to that, Mr, Short-yard ? 

Short. Say! Why——'Sdeath Madam, I don't know 
what you talk of, I don't underſtand your Argument. 

La. Ara. Why what do you underſtand, Man? 

Short. Why | underſtand that I have had above a 
Hundred Pounds due to me, a Year ago; that 1 came 
by Appointment juſt now to receive it; that it prov'd 
at laſt to be but Thirty inſtead of a Hundred ed | Ten; 
and that while the Steward was telling ev'n that out, 
and 1 was Writing the Receipt, comes Mrs. Pop here, 
and the Money was gone, But [']l be banter'd no longer 
if there's Law in England, Say no more, Short-yard. 

Exit. 

Truſ. What a Paſſion the poor Devil's in ? 

La. Ara. Why truly one can't deny but he has ſome 
preſent Cauſe for a little ill - Humour; but when one has 
Things of ſo much greater Conſequence on foot, one 
can't trouble ones ſelf about making ſuch Creatures 
eaſy; ſo call for Breakfaſt, Truſty, and ſet the Hazard- 


Table ready, if there comes no Company I'II play a F 


little by my ſelf. / 
Enter Lord Loverule. 


1.4, Lov. Pray what Offence, Madam, have you gi- | 


ven toa Man l met with juſt now as I came in? 


Le. ra. People who are apt to take Offence, do 


i. for {mall Matters, you know. 


Ld. Lov. 


r 
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Ld. Lov. 1 ſhall be glad to find this ſo; but he ſays 
you have ow'd him above a Hundred Pounds this Twelve- 
month; that he has been here forty Times by Appoint. 
ment for it, to no Purpoſe; and that coming here th:s 
Morning upon poſttive Aſſurance from your ſelt, he 
was trickt out of the Money, while he was writing a 
Receipt for it, and ſent away without a Farthing. 
La. Ara. Lord, how theſe Shopkeepers will lye! 
Ld, Lov. W hat then is the Buſineſs? For ſome Ground 
the Man muſt have to be in ſuch a Paſſion. 
La. Ara. I believe you'll rather wonder to ſee me ſo 
calm, when I tell you, he had the Inſolence to intrude 
into my very Dreſſing- room here, with a Story with- 
out Head or Tail; you know, Truſty, we cou'd not; 
underftand one Word he ſaid, but when he ſwore — 
God Lord! how the Wretch did ſwear ! 
Ir:ſ, I never heard the like, for my Part, 
L4. Lov. And all this for nothing? 
La. Ara, So it proved, my Lord, for he got nothing 
by it. 

'L4. Lov, His Swearing I ſuppoſe was for his Money, 
M:dim, Who can blame him ? 

La, Ara. If he ſwore for Money, he ſhou'd be put 
in the Pillory. 

Ld. Low. Madam, I won't be banter'd, nor ſued by 
this Man for your Extravagancies: Do you wwe him 
the Money or not? 
| La. Ara, He ſays I do, but ſuch Fellows will ſay any 
thing. 

Ld. Lov, Provoking ! [Aſi de. 
Did not I deſire an Account from you, of all vour 
Debts, but ſix Months ſince, and give you Money 0 
clear them ? | 

La. Ara. My Lord, you can't imagine how \ccounts 
make my Head ake, 

Ld. Lov. That won't do: The Steward gave you to 
Hundred Pounds beſides, but laſt Week; where's 
that ? | 

La. Ara. Gone. 

Ld. Lov, Gone! where? 
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La. Ara. Half the Town over I believe by this time. 

Ld. Lov. Madam, Madam, this can be endur'd no 
longer, and before a Month paſſes expect to find me — 

La, Ara. Hiſt my Lord, here's Company. 

Enter Capt. Toupee. 

Capt. Toupee, your Servant: what, no Body with you ? 
do you come quite alone ? 

Capt. Slife, I thought to find Company enough here, 
My Lord, your Servant. 
W hat a duce, you look as if you had been up all 
Night. I'm ſure | was in Bed but three Hours; I 
wou'd you'd give me ſome Coffee. 
La. Ara. Some Coffee there; Tea too, and Choco- 
ate. 

Capt. [Singing a Minuet and dancing. Well, what 
a ſtrange Fellow am I to be thus brisk, after loſing all 
a Money laſt Night but upon my Soul you look 
adly. 


La. Ara. No Matter for that, if you'll let me win a 


little of your Money this Morning. 

Capt. What, with that Face? Go, go waſh it, go 
waſh it, and put on ſome handſome things; you lookt a 
good likely Woman laſt Night; 1 wou'd not much 
have car'd if you had run five hundred Pounds in my 
Debt; but if I play with you this Morning, I'gad I'd 
adviſe you to win, for I won't take your perſonal Se. 
curity at preſeat for a Guinea, 

14. Lov. To what a nauſeous Freedom do Women 
of Quality of late admit theſe trifling Fops? and there's 
a Morning Exerciſe will give 'em Claim to greater Free- 
doms ſtill. Points to the Hazard Table. 

Some Courſe muſt be taken. [ Exit. 

Capt, What is my Lord gone? Helookt methought 
as if he did not delight — in my Company. Well, 
Peace and Plenty attend him for your Lady ſhip's Sake, 
and thoſe who have now and then the Honour 
to win a hundred Pounds of you, 

| Goes to the Table ſinging, and throws. 

La. Ara. [ Twitching the Nox from him.] What, do 
you intend to win all the Money upon the Table... 
Seyen's the Main.. . Set me a Million, Toxpee, 
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Car. 1 let you wo, my Vacen,.. Six to Seven. 

La Ara. Six, the World's my own. 

Both. Ha, he, ba 

Lady, O that ry Lord had but Spirit enough about 
him, to le me pay tor a thoulind Pounds a- night — 
But here comes Country Company -— 
Exter Lady Heacpiece, Mi, Betty, Mrs Motherly, and 

Col. Courtly. | 
Your Servant, Madam, Good-morrow to you. 


De. Herd, And to you, Midam. We are come tn 
Brie kfift with zan Lord, are you got to thoſe pret:y 
Phing: already? Points to the Dice. 
Za. Ara. hon ſee we are not ſuch idle Folks in Town 


£5 you Counrry Ladtestakeus to be; we are no ſoouer 
out of our Beds, but we are at our Work. ; 

Miſs Betty, Will dear Lady Arabella give us leave, 
Mother, to do a Stitch or two with her? 

[ Takes the Box and throws, 

Cat: The pretty lively Thing! 

La. = 4. With all her Heart; what ſays your Mama? 

La. ad. She ſays, ſhe don't love to fit with her 
Hands pre her, when other People's are employ'd. 

Capt. And this is the prettieſt little ſociable Work, 
Men and Women can all do together at it. 

La Head. Colonel, you are one with us, are you not? 
— Ara, O, I' anſwer for him, he'll be out at no- 
thing. 

Cope. In a facetious way; he is the politeſt Perſon, 
he will loſe his Money to the Ladies ſo civilly, and will 
win theirs with ſo much good Breeding; and he will be 
ſo Modeſt to em before Company, and ſo Impudent to 
em in à dark Corner. Ha! Colonel! 

La. Head. So I found him, I'm ſure, laſt Night — 
Mercy on me, an Ounce of Virtue leſs than 1 had, and 
Sir Francis had been undone, 

Capt, Colonel, I ſmoke you. 

Cel, And a fine Character you give the Ladies of me, 
to help me. 

Capt. I give 'em juſt the Character of you they like, 
modeſt and brave. 


M 4 Come 
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Come Ladies, to Zuſineſs; look to your Money, 
every Woman ber Hand upon her Purſe. 

Miſs Betty. Here's mine, Captain. 5 

Capt. O the little ſoft Velvet one. . . and it's as full... 

Come Lady Blowſe, rattle your Dice, and away with 
'em. 
La. Ara. Six ... at all ,.. Five to Six .. Five 
Eight. .. at all again... Nine to Eight... Nine... 

Enter Sir Francis, and ſtands gazing at 'em. 
Seven's the Main... at all for Ever, {Throws out. 
Miſ Betty. Now Mama, let's ſee what you can do. 

[La. Head. takes the Box. 

La. Head. Well, 1'll warrant you, Daughter... 

Miſs Betty, If you do, I'll follow a youe Example, 

La. Head, Eight's the Main .. don't ſpare me, Gen- 
tlemen, I fear you not .. have at you all.. Seven to 
Eight. . . Seven, 

Capt. Eight, Lady, Eight .... Five Pounds if you 
pleaſe. 

La. Ara. Three, Kinſwoman, 

Col. Two, Madam. 

Miſs Betty. And one for Miſs, Mama... and now let's 
ſeewhat I can do. [ Aſide.] If I ſhou'd win enough 
this Morning to buy me another new Gown — O 
bleſs me! there they go — Seven... come Captain, 
ſet me boldly, I want to be at a Handful. 

Capt. There's Two for you Miſs. 

Miſs Betty. 1'll at 'em, tho' 1 dye for't. 

Sir Fran. Ah my poor Child, take Care. 

{Runs to flop the Throw; 
M3ſs Betty, There. 

Capt. Out... twenty Pounds, young Lady. 

Sir Fran. Falſe Dice, Sir, 

Capt. Falſe Dice, Sir? I ſcorn your Words... twenty 
Pounds, Madam. 

Miſs Betty, Undone, undone! 

Sir Fran, She ſhan't pay youa Farthing, Sir; I won't 
have Miſs cheated. 


Capr. Cheated, Sir: | 
Ea; 
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La. Head, What do you mean, Sir Francis, to diſ- 
turb the Company, and abuſe the Gentleman thus ? 

Sir Fran, I mean to be in a Paſſion. 

La. Head, And why will you be in a Paſſion, Sir 
Francis ? 

Sir Fran, Becauſe I came here to Breakfaſt with my 
Lady there, before I went down to the Houle, ex- 
— to find my Family ſet round a civil Table with 

er, upon ſome Plumb-Cake, hot Rolls, and a Cup 
of Strong Beer; inſtead of which, I find theſe good W d- 
men ſtaying their Stomachs with a Box and Dice, and 
that Man there, with the ſtrange Periwig, making a 
good hearty Meal upon my Wife and Daughter 


Cetera deſunt. 
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May it pleaſe Tour Majeſty, 
3 HE Enlib THEATRE 
throws itſelf, with This Play, 
2 at Your MAJEST Y's Feet, 


Attempt to Eſtabliſh ſuch, as are fit to 
En- 


DEDICATION. 


Entertain the Minds of a ſenſible Nation; 
and to wipe off that Aſperſion of Barba- 
rity, which the Virtuoſi among our Neigh- 
bours, have ſometimes thrown upon our 
Taſte. 

The Provek'd Husband is, at leaſt, an In- 
ſtance, that an Eng/i/h Comedy may, to an 


unuſual Number of Days, bring many 


Thouſands of His Majeſty's good Subjects 
together, to their Emolument and Delight, 
with Innocence. And however little Share 
of that Merit my unequal Pen may pretend 
to, yer I hope the juſt Admirers of Sir 
John Fanbrugb will Napa ] have, at worſt, 
been a careful Guardian of his Orphan 
Muſe, by leading it into Your Majeſty's 
Royal Protection 
The Deſign of this Play being chiefly 
to expoſe, and reform the licentious Ir- 
regularities that, too often, break in up- 
on the Peace and Happineſs of the Mar- 
ried State; Where could ſo hazardous 
and unpopular an Undertaking be ſecure, 
but in the Protection of a PRINCESS, 
whoſe Exemplary Conjugal Virtues have 
2 ſuch Illuſtrious Proof, of what 
ublime Felicity that holy State is ca- 
pable ? 
And though a Crown is no certain 
Title to Content; yet to the e 
LAT 


DEDICATION. 


that Inſtitution be it ſaid, the Royal Har- 
mony of Hearts that now inchants us 
from the Throne, is a Reproach to the 
frequent Diſquier of thoſe many inſenſible 
Subjects about it, who (from His Maje- 
ſty's Paternal Care of his People) have 
more leiſure to be Happy: And 'tis our 
Qurex's peculiar Glory, that we often 
ſee Her as Eminently rais'd above her 
Circle, in private Happineſs, as in Dig- 
nity. 

Yet Heaven, Map AM, that has placed 
You on ſuch Height, to be the more con- 
ſpicuous Pattern of your Sex, had ſtill 
left your Happineſs Imperfect, had it not 


given thoſe ineſtimable Treaſures of your 


Mind, and Perſon, to the only Prince on 
Earth, that could have deſerv'd them: A 
Crown receiv'd from Any, but the Hap- 
py Monarch's Hand, who inveſted You 
with This, which You now adorn, had 
only ſeem'd the Work of Fortune: But 
Thus beſtow'd, the World acknowledges 
it the due Reward of PRoviDENCE, 
for One You once ſo gloriouſly Re- 
fus'd. 

But as the Fame of ſuch elevated Vir- 
tue has lifted the Plain Addreſſes of a 
whole Nation into Eloquence, the beſt 
repeated Eulogiums on that Theme, uo 

| | ut 


Denne 


but Intruſions on Your Majeſty's greatey 
Pleaſure of ſecretly deſerving them. I 
therefore beg leave to ſubſcribe my (elf, 


May it pleaſe Your MajzsTy, 


Your Majefly's moſt Devoted, 


Moſt Obedient, and 


Meſ Humble Servant, 


CoLLEY C1BBER, 


P 


AVING taken upon me, in the Prologue to 

this Play, to give the Auditors ſome ſhort 
Account of that Part of it which Sir John Vanbrugh 
left unfiniſh'd, and not thinking it adviſeable, in 
that Place, to limit their Judgment by ſo high a 
Commendation, as I thought it deſerv'd; I have 
therefore, for the Satis faction of the Curious, print- 


ed the whole of what he wrote, ſeparately, under 


the Single Title he gave it, of A Journey to Lon- 
den, without preſuming to alter a Line. 

Yet when I own, that in my laſt Converſation 
with him, (which chiefly turn'd upon what he had 
done towards a Comedy) he excus'd his not ſnew- 
ing it me, till he had review'd it, confeſſing the 
Scenes were yet undigeſted, too long, and irregu- 
lar, particularly in the Lower Characters, I have 
but one Excule for publiſhing, what he never de- 
ſign'd ſhould come into the World, as it then was, 
r. I had no other way of taking thoſe many Faults 
to my ſelf, which may be juſtly found in my pre- 
ſuming to finiſh it. 

However, a Judicious Reader will find in his 
Original Papers, that the Characters are ſtrongly 
drawn, new, ſpirited, and natural, taken from 
ſenſible Obſervations on high and lower Life, and 
from a juſt Indignation at the Follies in faſhion. 


All I could gather from him of what he intended 


in 


To the READER. 


in the Cataſtrophe, was, that the Conduct of his 
Imaginary Fine Lady had to provok'd him, that he 
defign'd actual y to have made her Husband turn 
her out of his Doors. But when his Performance 
came after his Deceaſe, to my Hands, I thought 
fuch violent Meaſures. however juſt they might be 
in rea! Life, were too ſevere for Comedy, and 
wonld want the proper Surprize, Which is due to 
the End of a Play. Therefore with much ado 
(and *twas as much as I cou'd do, with Frobabili- 
ty) | preferv'd the Lady's Chaltity, that the Senſe 
of her Errors might inakea Reconciliation not lin- 
practicable; And l hope the Mitigation ot her Sen- 
tence has been. lince, jultitied, by its Succeſs. 

My Incl nation to preletve as much as poſſible 
of Sir F442, | toon ſaw had drawn the Whole into 
an unuſual Length; the Reader will therefore find 
here a Scene or two of the Lower Humour, that 
were left out aiter the firſt Day's Preſentation. 

The Favour the Town has ſhewn to the higher 
Characters in this Play, is a Proof, that their Taſte is 
not wholly vitiated, by the barbarous Entertainments 
that have been ſo expenſively ſet off to corrupt it: 
But, while the Repetition of the belt old Plays is 
apt to give Satiety, and good new Ones are ſo 
ſcarce a Commodity, we mult not wonder, that 
the poor Actors are ſometimes forced to trade in 
Traſh for a Livelihood. 

I cannot yet take leave of the Reader, without 
endeavouring todo Juſticeto thoſe Principal Actors, 
who have ſo evidently contributed to the Support 
of this Comedy: And I wiſh I could ſeparate the 
Praiſes due to them, from the ſecret Vanity of an 
Author: For all I can ſay will ſtill infinuate, that 
they cou'd not have fo highly excell'd, unleſs the 
Skill of the Writer had given them proper Occa- 
fon. However, as I had rather appear vain, than 

unthankful, 
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urthankful, I will venture to ſay of Mr. Mili, 
that in the laſt Act, I never faw any Paſlion take 
ſo natural a Poſlefſion of an Actor, or any Ador 
take ſo tender a Poſſeſſion of his Auditors. | 
Mr. Milli too, is confels'd by every Body, to have 
ſurpriz'd them, by ſo far excelling himſelf — But 
there is no doing Right to Mrs. Olafeld, without 
utting People in mind of what others, of great 

Merit have wanted to come near her ----- is not 
enough to ſay ſhe Here Out did her uſual Excel- 
lence. 1 might therefore juſtly leave her to the con- 
ſtant Admiration of thole Spectators, who have the 
Pleaſure of living while She is an Actreſs, But as 
this is not the Only I ime She has been the Life of what 
| have given the Publick, ſo perhaps my ſaying a 
little more of ſo memorable an Actreſs, may give 
this Play a Chance to be read, when the People of 
this Age ſhall be Anceſtors May it therefore 
give Emulation to our Succeſlors of the Stage, to 
know, That to the ending of the Year 1727, a 
Co temporary Comedian relates, that Mrs. Olaſield 
was, then, in her higheſt Excellence of AQion, 
happy in all the rarely found Requiſites, that meet 
in one Perſon to compleat them for the Stage — 
She was in Stature juſt riting to that Height, where 
the Graceful can only begin to ſhew it felt; of a 
lively Aſpect, and a Command in her Mien, that 
like the principal Figure in the nneſt Paintings, firſt 
ſeizes, and longelt delights the Eye of the Spectator. 
Her Voice was tweet, ſtrong, piercing, and melo- 
dious: her Pronunciation voluble, diſtin&, and 
muſical; and her Emphaiis always placed where 
the Spirit of the Senſe, in her Feriods, only de- 
manded it. If She delighted more in the Higher 
Comick, than the 1 ragick Strain, *twas becaute the 
laſt is too often written ina lofty Diſregard of Na- 
re. But in Characters of modern practis'd Life, 
the 
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ſhe found occaſions to add the particular Air and 
Manner which diſtinguiſn'd the different Humours 


ſhe preſented, Whereas in Tragedy, the Manner 


of Speaking varies, as little, as the Blank Verſe it 


is written in 
from Nature, ſhe look'd and maintain'd the Agree 
able at a time, when other Fine Women only raiſe 
Admirers by their Underitanding The Spe- 
Etator was always as much informed by her Eyes, 
as her Elocution ; for the Look is the only Proot 
that an Actor rightly conceives what he utters, 
there being ſcarce an Inſtance, where the Eyes do 
their Part, that the Elocution is known to be faul- 
ty. The Qualities ſhe had acquired, were the Gen- 
zeel and the Elegant. The one in her Air, and 
the other in her Dreſs, never had her Equal on the 
Stage; and the Ornaments ſhe herſelf provided, 
(particularly in this Play) ſeem'd in all Re ſpects the 
Paraphernalia of a Woman of Quality. And of 
that Sort were the Characters ſhe chiefly excell'd in; 
but her natural good Senſe, and lively Turn of 
Converſation made her Way ſo eaſy to Ladies of 
the higheſt Rank, that it is a leſs Wonder, if on 
the Stage ſhe ſometimes was, what might have be- 
come the fineſt Woman in real Life to have ſup- 
ported. 
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She had one peculiar Happineſs | 
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Spoken by Mr. FI1ILKXKS. 


HIS Play took Birth from Principles of Truth, 
To make Amends for Errors haſt, of Youth. 
A Bard, that's new no more, in riper Days, 

Conſcious review'd the Licence of his Plays: 

And though Applauſe his wanton Muſe had fr'd, 

Himſelf condemn'd what ſenſual Minds admir'd. 

At length, he own'd, that Plays ſhould let you ſee 

Not ozly, What you Are, but Ought to be: 

Though Vice was natural, 'twas never meant, 

The Stage Hould ſhew it, bat fer Puniſhment ! 

Warm with that Thought, his Muſe once more took Flume, 

Reſolv'd to bring licentious Liſe to Shame. 

Such was the Piece his lateſt Pen deſign'd, | 

But left no Traces of his Plan behind. | 

L1:xuriazt Scenes, unprun'd, or half contriv'd , | 

Yet, through the Maſs, his Native Fire ſurviv'd: 

Rough, as rich Ore, in Mines the Treaſure lay, 

Yet ſtill was Rich, and forms at length a Play. &- 

In which the bold Compiler boaſts no Merit, 

But that his Pains have ſav'd you Scenes of Spirit, 

Not Scenes, that would a noiſy Joy impart, 

But ſuch as huſh the Mind, and warm the Heart, 

From Praiſe of Hands no ſure Account he draws, 

But fixt Attention is ſincere Applauſe. 

If then (for hard, you'll own the 12 his Art 

Can to thoſe Embrion-Scenes new Life impart, 

The Living proudly would exclude his Lays, 

And io the Buried Bard reſign the Praiſe. 
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Lord TOWN IL I ſolus. 


Was is not 


not broke in upon? —— Yes 
let me do her Juſtice — her Reputation That 
— I have no Reci{on to believe is in Queſtion 
But then how long her profligate Courſe of Pl-atures 
may make her able to keep it — is a ſhocking Qveſtt- 
on! and her Preſumption while ſhe keeps it in- 
ſupportable! For on the Pride of that ſingle Virtue, ſhe 
ſeems to lay it down, as a fundamental Point, that 
the free Indulgence of every other Vice, this fertile 
Town aftords, is the Birth- right Prerogative of a Wo- 
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wan of Quality Amazing! that a Creature ſo 
warm in the Purſuit of her Pleaſures, ſhould never 
caſt one Thought towards her Happineſs - 
Thus, while ſhe admits no Lover, the thinks it a 
greater Merit til], in her Chaſtity, not to care for her 
Husband; and while ſhe herſelf is folacing in one 
continual Round of Cards and good Company, He, 
poor Wretch! is left, at large, to take care of his own 
Contentment — *'Tis time, indeed, ſome Care were 
taken, and ſpeedily there ſhall be— Yet let me not 
be raſh —— Perhaps this Diſappointment of my Heart 
may make me too Impatient; and ſome Tempers, 
when reproach'd, grow more untraftable, — Here 
ſhe comes — Let me be calm a while, | 
Enter Lady Townly. 

Going out fo ſoon after Dinner, Madam ? 

La. Town, Lard, my Lord! what can I, poſſibly, 
do, at Home? 

L. Townly. What does my Siſter, Lady Grace, do 
at Home ? 

La. Town. Why that is to me Amazing! Have you 
ever any Pleaſure at Home? 

L. Town, It might be in your Power, Madam, I 
confeſs, to make it a little more Comfortable to me. 

La. Town. Comfortable! and ſo, my good Lord, 
you would really have a Woman of my Rank and 
Spirit, ſtiy at Home to Comfort her Husband! Lord! 
what Notions of Life ſome Men have? 

L. Town, Don't you think, Madam, ſome Ladies 
Notions are full as Extravagant ? 

La. Town, Yes, my Lord, when the Tame Doves 
live coop'd within the Penn ot your Precepts, I do 
think *em Prodigious indeed ! 

L. Town, And when they fly wild about this Town, 
Madam, pray what muſt the World think of 'em then! 

La. Town. Oh! this Woild is not ſo ill-bred, as to 
quarrel with any Woman, for liking it. 

L. Town, Nor am I, Madam, a Husband ſo well 
bred, as to bear my Wite's being ſo ford of it; in 


Mort, the Life you lead, Madam 


La. Town, 
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La. Town. Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt Life in the 
World. 

L. ſewn. I ſhould not diſpute your Taſte, Madam, 
4 - Woman had a Right to pleaſe no Body but her 
elf. 

La. Town. Why, whom would you have her pleaſe? 

L, Town, Sometimes her Husband. 


La. Town. And don't you think a Husband under 
the ſame Obligation ? 


L. Town, 8 

La. Town, Why then we are agreed, my Lord 
For if I never go abroad, 'till I am weary of being at 
home which you know is the Caſe is it 
not equally reaſonable, not to cone home till one's a 
weary of —_ abroad ! 

L. Town, If this be your Rule of Life, Madam, tis 
time to ask you one ſerious Queſtion. 

La. Town, Don't let it be long a coming then —— 
for I am in haſte. 

L. Town, Madam, when I am ſerious, I expect a 
ſerious Anſwer. 

La. Town. Before I know the Queſtion ? 

L. Town, Pſhah have I Power, Madam, to 
make you ſerious, by lntreaty ? 

La. Town. You have. 


L. Town. And you promiſe tò anſwer me ſincerely? 
La. Town. Sincerely, 


L. Town, Now then recolle& your Thoughts, and 
tell me ſeriouſly, Why you married Me? 

La. TIoun. You inſiſt upon Truth, you ſay? 

L. Town, I think I have a Right to it. 

La. Town, Why then, my Lord, to give vou, at 


once, a Proof of my Obedience, and Sincerity — [ 


think I married -— to take off that Reſtraint, 
that lay upon my Pleaſures, while I was a ſingle Wo- 
man. 

L. Town, How Madam! is any Woman under leſs 
Reſtraint after Marriage, than before it ? 

La. Town O my Lord! my Lord! they are quite 


different Creatures! Wiyes have infinite Liberties in 
N 2 Life, 
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Life, that would be terrible in an unmarried Woman 
to take, 

L. Town. Name one, 

La. Town. Fifty, if you pleaſe to begin then, 
in the Morning A married Woman may have 
Men at her Toilet, invite them to Dinner, appoint 
them a Party, in a Stage-Box at the Play; engroſs the 


, 7 6 "SS... : 
Converſation there, cali 'em by their Chriſtian Names; 


talk louder than the Players; — From thence jaunt 
into the City take a flolickſome Supper at an 
india iouſe — perhaps, in her Gaiete de Cœur 
toaſt a pretty Fellow Then clatter again to this 
End of the Town, break, with the Morning, into an 
Aſſembly, croud to the Hazard Table, throw a fami- 
liar Levant upon ſome ſharp lurching Man of Quality, 
and if he demands his Money, turn it off with a loud 
Laugh, and cry — you'll owe it him, to vex him! 
ha! ha! 

L. Town, Prodigious ! [ Aſede. 

La. Town, Theſe now, my Lord, are ſome few of 
the many modiſh Amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the Pri- 
vilege of a Wife, from that of a ſingle Woman. 

IL. Town, Death! Madam, what Law has made theſe 
Liberties leſs ſcandalous in a Wite, than an unmarri- 
ed Woman? 

La. Town. Why the ſtrongeſt Law in the World, 
Cuſtom — Cuſtom Time out of Mind, my Lord, 

L. Town, Cuſtom, Madam, is the Law of Fools: 
But it ſhall never govern Me. | 

La. Town. Nay ther, my Lord, *tis time for me to 
obleryve the Laws of Prudence. 

L. jun. 1 with I could ſee an Inſtance of it. 

14. Town. Yoa nell bave one this Moment, my 
Lori: For I think; when a Man begins to loſe his 
Ten.per at Home; it a Woman has any Prudence, 
wiv ihe'}l go abroad 'till he comes to himſelf 
again. Going. 

. Town, Bold Madam I am amaz'd you 
2r2 not more uneaſy at the Life we lead! You don't 
„ant Senſe! and yet ſeem void of all Humanity: For 

Wun 
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with a Bluſh I ſay it, I think, I have not wanted 
Love. 

La. Town, Oh! don't ſay that, my Lord, if you 
ſuppole I have my Senſes ? 

L. Town, What is it I have done to you? what can 
you complain of ? 

La. Town, Oh! nothing, in the leaſt: 'tis true, you 
have heard me ſay i have owed my Lord Lurcher an 
Hundred Pound theſe three Weeks — but what then 
———a Husband is not liable to his Wife's Debts of 
Honour, you know, -— and if a filly Woman 
will be uneaſy about Money ſhe can't be ſued for, 
what's that to him? as long as he loves her, to be 
ſure, ſhe can have nothing to complain of. 

L. Town, By Heav'n, if my whole Fortune thrown 
into your Lap, could make you delight in the chear- 
ful Duties of a Wife, I ſhould think my ſelf a Gainer 
by the Purchaſe. 

La. Town, That is, my Lord, I might receive your 
whole Eſtate, provided you were ſure I would not 
ſpend a Shilling of ir. 

L. Town. No, Madam; were I Maſtzr of your 
Heart, your Pleaſures would be mine; but different, 
as they are, I'll feed even your Follies, to deſerve it 
— Perhaps, you may have ſome other trifling Debts 
of Honour Abroad, that keep you out of Humour at 
Home — at leaſt it ſhall not be my fault, if I have not 
more of your Company — There, there's a Bill of 
Five Hundred, — and now, Madam 

La. Town, And now, my Lord, down to the Ground 
I thank you — Now am I convinced, were I weak 
enough to love this Man, I ſhould never get a fingle 
Guinea from him. Aſide. 

L. Town. If it be no Offence, Madam 

La. Town. Say what you pleaſe, my Lord; Iamin 
that Harmony of Spirits, it is impoſſible to put me out 
of Humour. 

L. Town, How long, in Reaſon then, do you think 
that Sum ought to laſt you? ; 
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294 The PRovok'd Hus BAND; or, 


La. Jcun. Oh! my dear, dear Lord! now you 
Fave ſpoil'd all again! How is it poſſiole 1 ſhould an- 
ſwer for an Event, that ſo utterly depends upon For- 
tune? But to ſhew you, that Il am more inclin'd to 
get Money, than to throw it away — I have a ſtrong 
Poſſeſſion, that with this five hundred, I ſkall win five 
thouſand. 

L. Town, Madam, if you were to win ten thou- 
fand, it would be no Satisfaction to me. 

La. Town. O! the Churl! ten thouſand ! what! not 
ſo much as wiſh 1 might win ten thouſand! Ten 
thouſand ! O! the charming Sem! what infinite pret- 
ty things might a Woman of Spirit do, with ten thou- 
ſand Guineas! O' my Conſcience, if ſhe were a Vo- 
man of true Spirit — ſhe ſhe might loſe 
em all again! 

T. Town, And I had rather it ſhould be fo, Ma- 
dam; provided I could be ſure, that were the laſt 
you would loſe. 

La. Town. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I deſign 
to play all the good Houſe-wife I can; I am now 
going to a Party at Quadrille, only to piddle with a 
little of it, at poor two Guineas a Fiſh, with the 
Dutcheſs of Quiteright. [Exit Lady Townlr, 

L. Town. Inſenſible Creature! neither Reproaches, 
or Indulgence, Kindneſs, or Severity, can wake her 
to the leaſt Reflexion! Continual Licence has lull'd 
ter into ſuch a Lethargy of Care, that ſhe ſpeaks of 
her Exceſſes with the ſame eaſy Confidence, as it they 
were ſo many Virtues, What a turn has her Head 
taken! —— Put bow to cure it I am afraid 
the Phyſick muſt be ſtrong, that reaches her 
Lenitives, I ſee, are to no purpoſe take my 
Friend's Opinion —— Manly will ſpeak freely —— 
my Siſter with Tenderneſs to both lides, They know 
my Caſe I'll talk with 'em. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord, bas ſent to know, if 

your Lordſhip was at home. 


TL. Town. 
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L. Town. They did not deny me? 

Serv. No, my Lord. 

Z. Town, Very well; ſtep up to my Siſter, and ſay, 
I deſire to ſpeak with her. 

Serv. Lady Grace is here, my Lord, {| Ex, Serv. 


Enter Lady Grace, 


L. Town, So, Lady fair; what pretty Weapon have 
you been killing your Time with ? | 

La, Grace. A huge Folio, that has almoſt kill'd me 
— I think I have half read my Eyes out. 

L. Town. O! you ſhould not pore ſo much juſt af- 
ter Dinner, Child. 

La, Grace. That's true, but any Body's Thoughts 
are better than always one's ewn, you know. 

L. Town, Who's there? 


Enter Servant. 


Leave word at the Door, I am at home, to no Body 
but Mr. Manly. 

La. Grace, And why is He excepted,. pray my 
Lord? 

L. Town. I hope, Madam, you have no Objection 
to his Company ? 

La. Grace. Your particular Orders, upon my being 
here, look, indeed, as if you thought I fad not. 

L. Town, And your Ladyſhip's Inquiry into the 
Reaſon of thoſe Orders, ſhew at leaſt, it was not a 
Matter indifferent to you! 

L. Grace. Lord! you make the oddeſt Conſtructi- 
ons, Brother! 

L, Town, Look you, my Grave Lady Grace—— in 
one ſerious Word — I wiſh you had him. 

La. Grace. I can't help that. 

L. Town, Ha! you can't help it! ha! ha! The flat” 
Simplicity of that Reply was admirable! 

La. Grace. Pooh! you teize one, Brother! 

L. Town. Come, I beg Pardon, Child this 
is not a Point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, 
I hope you'll give me leaye to be ſerious, 
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La. Grace, If you deſire it, Brother; though upon 
my Word, as to Mr, Mazly's having any ſerious 
Thoughts of me ——— I know nothing of it, 

L. Town, Well there's nothing Wrong, in 
Your making a Doubt of it But in ſhort, I 
find, by his Converſation of late, he has been looking 
round the World fora Wife; and, if you were to look 
round the World fora Husband, he's the firſt Man 1 
would give to you. 

La. Grace, Then, whenever he makes me any Of- 
fer, Brother, I will certainly tell you of it. 

L. Town, O! that's the laſt Thing he'll do; he“ 
never make you an Offer, till he's pretty ſure it won't 
be refus'd, 

La. Grace. Now you make me curious, Pray! did 

he ever make any Offer of that kind to you? 

I. Town. Not directly; but that imports nothing: 
he is a Man too well- acquainted with the Female World, 
to be brought into a high Opinion of any one Woman, 
without ſome well-examin'd Proof of her Merit: Yet 
I kave Reaſon to believe, that your ove Senſe, your 
turn of Mind, and your way of Life, have brought him 
to fo favourable a one of you, that a few Days will 
reduce him to talk plainly to me : which as yet (not- 
withſtanding our Friendſhip) I have neither declin'd, 
ror encourag'd him to. 

La. Grace. I am mighty glad we are ſo near, in our 
way of thinking: for to tell you the Truth he is much 
upon the ſame Terms, with me: You know he has a 
{atyrical Turn; but never Jaſhes any Folly, without 
giving due Encomiums to its oppoſite Virtue : and up- 
on ſuch Occaſions, he is ſometimes particular, in turn- 
ing his Compliments upon Me, which I don't receive, 
with any Reſerve, leſt he ſhould imagine I take them 
to my elf. 

L. Town, You are right, Child: When a Man of 
Merit makes his Addreſſes; good Senſe may give him 
an Anſwer, without Scorn, or Coquetry, 

La. Grace, Huſh ! he's here 


Entey 
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Enter Mr. Manly. 

Man. My Lord! your moſt obedient. 

L. Town, Dear Manly ! yours — I was thinking to 
ſend to you. 

Man. Then, I am glad I am here, my Lord 
Lady Grace, I kiſs your Hands! —— What, only you 
two! How many Viſits may a Man make, before he 
falls into ſuch unfaſhionable Company? A Brother and 
Siſter ſoberly ſnting at home, when the whole Town 
is a gadding! I queſtion if there is ſo particular a Tete 
a Tete, again, in the whole Pariſh of St. Fames's ! 

L. Grace, Fy! iy! Mr, Mazly; how cenſorious you 
are ? 

Man, I had not made the Reflexion, Madam, but 
that I ſaw you an Exception to it Where's my 
Lady ? 

L. Town. That I believe is impoſſible to gueſs. 

Man. Then I won't try, my Lord 

L. Town, But, 'tis probable I may hear of her, by 
that time I have been four or five hours in Bed, 

Man, Now, if that were my Caſe, I believe I 
ſhould ———— kut I beg Pardon. my Lord, 

L. Town. Indeed, Sir, you ſhal! not: You will oh- 
lige me, if you ſpeak out; for it was upon this Head, 
I wanted to ſee you, 

Man. Why then, my Lord, ſince you oblige me to 
proceed, If thi: were my Caſe — I believe L 
ſhould certainly ſle:-p in another Houſe, 

La. Grace. How do you mean ? 

Man, Only a Compliment, Madam. 

La. Grace, A Compiiment ! | 

Man Yes, Madam, in rather turning my ſelf out 
of doors than her. . 

La, Grace, Don't you think, that would be going 
too far? . | 

Man. I don't know but it might, Madam; for, in 
ſtrict Juſtice, I think, ſhe ought rather to go, than 1, 

La. Grace. This is new D ctrine, Mr. Manly. 

Man, As old, Madam, as Love, Honour, and Obey 7 
When a Woman will ſtop at nothing that's wrong. . 
why ſhould a Man balance any th ng that's rich? 
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La. Grace. Bleſs me! but this is fomenting things — 

Man. Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes neceſ- 
ſary to diſpel Tumours: tho* I don't directly adviſe 
my Lord to do this This is only what, upon 
the ſame Provocation, I would do my ſelf. 

La. Grace, Ay! ay! You would do! Batchelors* 
Wives, indeed, are finely goyern'd. 

Man. If the married Men's were as well — I am 
apt to think we ſhould not ſee ſo many mutual Plagues 
taking the Air, in ſeparate Coaches! 

La. Grace. Well! but ſuppoſe it your own Caſe; 
would you part with a Wife, — ſhe now and then 
ſtays out, in the beſt Company ? 

L. Town, Well ſaid, Lady Grace? come, ſtand up 
for the Privilege of your Sex! This is like to be a 
warm Debate! I ſhall edify, 

Man. Madam, I think a Wife, after Midnight, has 
no Occaſion to be in better Company than her Huſ- 
band's; and that frequent unſeaſonable Hours make 
the beſt Company the worſt Company ſhe can 
fall into. 

La. Grace. But, if People of Condition are to kee 
company with one another; how is it poſſible to be 
done, unleſs one conforms to their Hours ? 

Man. I can't find, that any Woman's good Breed- 
ing obliges her to conform to other People's Vices. 

TL. Town, I doubt, Child, here we are got a little 
on the wrong fide of the Queſtion. 


La Grace, Why ſo, my Lord? 1 can't think the 
Caſe ſo bad, as Mr. Manly ſtates it ——— People of 


Quality are not ty'd down to the Rules of thoſe, who 
have their Fortunes to make. 


Man. No People, Madam, are above being ty'd 
down to ſome Rules, that have Fortunes to lole. 
La. Grace, Pooh! I'm ſure, if you were to take my 


fide of the Argument, you wou'd be able to ſay ſome- 
thing more for it. 


L. Town, Well! what ſay you to that, Manly? 
. Man. Why 'troth! my Lord, I have ſomething to 
ay. 


La. Grace. 
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La, Grace. Ay | that I ſhould be glad to hear now! 

TL. Town. Out with it! 

Man. Then, in one word, this, my Lord, 1 have 
often thought, that the Miſ- conduct of my Lady has, 
in/ a great meaſure, been owing to your Lor ſhip's 
Treatment of her, 

La. Grace. Bleſs me! 

L. Town, My Treatment! 

Man. Ay my Lord, you ſo idoliz'd her before Mar- 


riage, that you even indulg'd her, like a Miſtreſs, after 


it: in ſhort, you continu'd the Lover, when you ſhould 
bave taken up the Husband. 

La. Grace. O frigbtful! this is worſe than t'other ! 
can a Husband love a Wife too well! 

Man. As 3 Madam, as a Wife may love her 

Husband too little. 

p 7 Town, So! you two are never like to agree, I 
nd. 

La. Grace. Don't be poſitive, Brother; — I am afraid 
we are both of a Mind already. | 4/ide.] And do you, 
at this rate, ever _ to be married, Mr. Manly? 

Man. Never, Madam; 'till I can meet with a Wo- 
man that likes my Doctrine. 

La. Grace. Tis pity but your Miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 

Man. Pity me, Madam, when I marry the Woman 
that won't hear it. 

La. Grace, I think, at leaſt, he can't fay, that's me. 

[ Aſide, 

Man. And ſo, my Lord, by giving ber more Power 
than was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; bav- 
ing ſuch intire Poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is not Miſtreſs of 
her ſelf! And, Mercy onus! how many fine Womens 
Heads have been turn'd upon the ſame Occaſion! 

L. Town. O Manly !“ 'tis too true! there's the Source 
of my Diſquiet! ſhe knows, and has abus'd her Power ! 
Nay, I am ſtill ſo weak (with ſname I ſpeak it) tis not 
an Hour ago, that in the midſt of my Impatience — L 
gave her another Bill for five Hundred to throw away. 

Man, Well— my Lord! to let you ſee I am ſome- 
times upon the ſide of Gogd-nature, I won't — 
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ly blame you; for the greater your Indulgence, the 
more you have to reproach her with. 

La. Grace. Ay Mr. Manly! here now, I begin to 
come in with you: who knows, my Lord, you may 
have a good Accuunt of your Kindneſs! 

Man. That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend 
upon: But ſince you have had ſo much Patience, my 
Lord, even go on withit a Day or two more! and up- 
on her L:dyſhip's next Sally, be a little rounder in 
your Expoſtulation; it that don't work — drop her 
{oire cool Hints of a determin'd Reformation, and 
J:ave her to breakfaſt upon 'em. 

L. Town, You are perfectly right! how valuable is a 
Friend, in our Anxiety ! 

Man. Therefore to divert that, my Lord, I beg, 
for the preſent, we may call another Cauſe. 

La. Grace, Ay! for Goodneſs ſake let's have done 
with this. 

L. Town, With all my Heart. 

La. Grace. Have you no News abroad, Mr. Manly: 

Man. A propos I have ſome, Madam; and, I 
believe, my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind 

L. Town, Pray, let's have it. 

Man. Do you know, that your Country Neighbour, 
and my Wile. Kinſman Sir Francis Wronghead, is com- 
ing to Town with his whole Family ? 

TL. Town, The Fool! what can be his Buſineſs here? 


Man. Oh! of the laſt Importance, I'll allure you 


—᷑No leſs than the Buſineſs of the Nation. 

L. Town. Ex plain! 

Man, He has carried his Election — againſt Sir 
John Northland. 

TL. Tou'n, The Duce! what! for for 

Man. The famous Borough of Guzzledown ! 

L. Town, A proper Repreſentative, indeed. 

Za. Grace. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know him ? 

Man. You have din'd with him, Madam, when [I 
was laſt down with my Lord, at Belimont. . 

La. Grace. Was not that he, that got a little merry 
before Dinner, and overſet the Tea-table, in making 
nis Compliments to my Lady? : Man. 
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Man. The ſame. 

La. Grace. Pray what are his Circumſtances? I know 
but very little of him. 

Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell you, 
Madam. His Eſtate, if clear, I believe, might be a good 
two thouſand Pounds a Year : Though as it was left him, 
ſaddled with two Jointures, and two weighty Mortgages 
upon it, there is no ſaying what it is But that he 
might be ſure never to mend it, he married a pro- 
fuſe young Huſly, for Love, without ever a penny of 
Money ! Thus having, like his brave Anceſtors, pro- 
vided Heirs for the Family (for his Dove breeds like a 
tame Pigeon) he now finds Children and Intereſt-Mo- 
ney make ſuch a bawling about his Ears, that, at laſt, 
he has taken the friendly Advice of his Kinſman, the 

ood Lord Danglecourt, to run his Eſtate two thouſand 
Pound more in Debt, to put the whole Management 
of what's left into Paul Pillage's Hands, that he may 
be ar leiſure himſelf to retrieve his Affairs, by being a 
Parliament Man. 

IL. Town. A moſt admirable Scheme, indeed! 

Man. And with this politick Proſpect, he's now up- 
on kis Journey to London 

La. Town. What can it end in? 

Man. Pooh! a Journey into the Country again, 

L. Town, Do you think he'll ſtir, till his Money's gone? 
or at leaſt, till the Seſſion is over? 

Man, It my Intelligence is right, my Lord, he 
won't ſit long enough to give his Vote for a Turn- 

ike. 
F Z. Town. How ſo? 

Man. O! a bitter Buſineſs! he had ſcarce a Vote, in 
the whole Town, beſide the Returning Officer: Sir 
John will certainly have it heard at the Bar of the 
Houſe, and ſend him about his Buſineſs again. 

Ii. Town. Then he has made a fine Buſineſs of it in- 
deed! 5 

Man. Which, as far as my little Intereſt will go, 

ſhall be done, in as few Days as poſſible. 
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La. Grace. But why would you ruin the poor Gen- 
tleman's Fortune, Mr. Manly? 

Man, No, Madam, I wou'd only ſpoil his Project, 
to ſave his Fortune, 

La. Grace, How are you concern'd en6ugh, to do 
either ? | 

Man. Why I have ſome Obligations to the 
Family, Madam: Lenjoy at this time a pretty Eſtate, 
which Sir Francis was Heir at Law too: but 
by his being a Booby; the laſt Will of an obſtinate old 
Uncle gave it to me, | 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. [To Manly] Sir, here's one of your Servants 
from your Houfe, deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Man. Will you give him leave to come in, my 
Lord? 

L. Town, Sir 
making. 


the Ceremony's of your own 


Enter Manly's Servant. 

Man. Well, James! what's the Matter now ? 

Jam. Sir, here's John Moody's juſt come to Town; 
he ſays Sir Francis, and all the Family, will be here 
to-night, and is in a great Hurry to ſpeak with you. 

Man. Where is he? 

Jam. At our Houfe, Sir: he has been gaping and 
ſtumping about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, and 
asking every one he meets, if they can tell him, where 
he may have a good Lodging for a Parliament-Man, 
"till he can hire a handſome whole Houſe, fit for all 
his Family, for the Winter, 

Man. I am afraid, my Lord, I muſt wait upon 
Mr. Moody. 

L. Town. Pr'ythee! let's have bim here: He will 
divert us. 

Man. O my Lord! he's ſuch a Cub! Not but he's ſo 
a Common Senſe, that he paſſes for a Wit ia the Fa- 
mily. 

La. Grace. I beg of all things, we may have him: 
I am in loye with Nature, let her Dreſs be never ſa 
komely ! 5 | 

| Man, 
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Man. Then deſire him to come hither, James. 
Exit James, 
La, Grace. Pray what may be Mr. Moody's Poſt ? 
Man, Oh! bis Maitre D' Hotel, his Butler, his Bailiff, 
his Hind, his Huntſman; and ſometimes ==m—— his 
Companion, 
L. Town. It runs in my Head, that the Moment this 
Knight has ſet him down in the Houſe, he will get up, 


to give them the earlieſt Proof, of what Importance he 


is to the Publick, in his own County, 

Man. Yes, and when they have heard him, he will 
find, that his utmoſt Importance ſtands valued at 
ſometimes being invited to Dinner. 

La. Grace. And her Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, will make 
as conſiderable a Figure, in her Sphere too. 

Man, That you may depend upon: For i I don't 
miſtake) ſhe has ten times more of the Jade in her, 
than ſhe yet knows of: And ſhe will ſo improve in 
this rich Soil, in a Month, that ſhe will viſit all the La- 
dies, that will let her into their Houſes: And run in 
Debt to all the Shop-keepers, that will let her into 
their Books: In ſhort, before her Important Spouſe 
has made five Pounds, by his Eloquence, at Weſtmin- 
ſter; ſhe will have loſt five hundred at Dice, and Ma- 
drille, in the Pariſh of St. James's. 


L. Town. So that, by that time he is declared unduly 


Elected, a Swarm of Duns will be ready for their Mo- 
ney ; and his Worſhip —- will be ready for a Jayl. 
Man. Yes, yes, that I reckon will cloſe the Account 
of this hopeful Journey to London =—— But ſee here 
comes the Fore-horſe of the Team! 
Enter John Moody, 
Oh! Honeſt John! 


J. Mood. Ad's waunds,. and heart! Maſter Manly ! 


I'm glad 1 ha' fun ye. Lawd! lawd! give me a Buſs! 
Why that's friendly naw! Fleſh! I thought we ſhould 
never ha' got hither! Well! and how d'ye do Maſter ? 
— Good lack! I beg Pardon, for my Bawld- 
I did not ſee, at his Honour was here. 

| L Town, 


neſs 


— 


— — 
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L. Town, Mr. Moody, your Servant: I am glad to 
wes you in London. I hope all the good Family is 
well. 

J. Mood. Thanks be prais'd your Honour, they are 
all in pretty good Heart; thof' we have had a power of 
Crofles upo* th' Road. 

La. Grace, 1 hope my Lady has had no Hurt, Mr. 
Moody, 

J. Mood. Noa, and pleaſe your Ladyſhip, ſhe was 
never in better Humour: There's Money enough ſtir- 
ring now. 

Man, What has been the Matter, John? 

J. Mood, Why we came up, in ſuch a Hurry, you 
_ think, that our Tackle was not ſo tight as it ſhould 

e. 

Man. Come, tell us all — Pray how do they 
travel ? 

J. Mood. Why i'th' awld Coach, Maſter : and "cauſe 
my Lady loves to do things handſome, to be ſure, ſhe 
would have a couple of Cart-Horſes clapt to th' four 
old Geldings, that Neighbours might ſee ſhe went up 


to London, in her Coach and Six! And ſo Giles Foulter 


the Plowman rides Poſtilion! 

Man, Very well! The Journey ſets out as it ſhould 
do [ Aſide.] What, do they bring all the Children with 
them too ? 

J. Mood. Noa, noa, only the younk Squoire, and 
Miſs Jenny. The other Foive are all out at board, at 
half a Crown a Head, a Week, with Joan Growſe, at 
Smoak-Dungh1ill Farm. 

Man. Good-again! a right Engliſh Academy for 
younger Children! 

J. Moed. Anon, Sir! [ Not underſtanding him. 

La. Grace. Poor Souls! What will become of 'em ? 

J. Mood. Nay, nay, for that Matter, Madam, they 
are in very good Hinds: Joan loves um, an as thof' 
they were all her own: For ſhe was Wet-Nurſe to 
every Mother's Babe of um — Ay, ay, they'll ne'er 
want for a Belly-full there! 

La. Grace. What Simplicity! 


Man. 
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Man, The Lud a Mercy upon all good Folks! Wha: 
Work will theſe Peeple make! [Holding up his Hands, 

L. Town, And when do you expect them here, John? 

J. Mood. Why we were in hopes to ha' come Yeſter- 
day, an' it had no' been, that th' ow!d W heaze-belly 
Horſe tyr'd: And then we were ſo cruell, Loaden, 
that the two Fore-W heels came Craſh! down at ence, 
in I/aggon-Rut Lane, and there we loſt four Hours, 
'fore we cou'd ſet things to rights again. | 
a Man. So they bring all their Baggage, with the Coach 
then? 

J. Mood, Ay, ay, and good Store on't there ie — 
Why, my Lady's Geer alone were as much as fill'd 
four Portmantel Trunks, beſide the great Dea!-Box, 
that heavy Ralph and the Monkey fit upon bekind. 

Ld. La. and Man. Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Grace. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many 
are they within the Coach ? 

J. Mood. Why there's my Lady, and his Worſhip ; 
and the younk Squeire, and Miſs Jenny, and the fat 
Lap-Dag, and my Lady's Maid, Mrs. Handy, and 
Doll Tripe the Cook, that's all — Only Doll 
puked a little with riding backward, fo they hoiſted 
her into the Coach-Box — And then her Stomach was 


eaſy. 0 
La. Grace. Oh! I ſee em! I ſee em go by me. Ah! 
ha! [ Laughing. 


F. Mood. Then yow mun think, Meſter, there was 
ſome Stowage for th' Belly, as well as th' Back too; 
Childer are apt to be famiſht upo' th Road; ſo we had 
ſuch Cargoes of Plumb-Cake, and Baskets of Tongues, 
and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and cold boil'd Beef —— 
And then, in caſe of Sickneſs, Bottles of Cherry-Brandy, 
Plague-water, Sack, Tent, and Strong Beer ſo plenty as 
made th' owld Coach crack again! Mercy upon them! 
and ſend 'em all well to Town, I ſay. 

Man. Ay! And well out on't again, Fohn. 

J. Mood. Ods-bud ! Maſter, you're a wiſe Mon; and 
for that Matter, ſo am Il —- Whoam's, whoam, I Hay: 


I'm ſure-we ha' got but little Good, e ex fin' we turn'd 
| aur. 
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our Backs on't. Nothing but Miſchief! Some Devil's 


Trick or other plagued us, awth' dey lung! Crack! 


goes one thing: Bawnce! goes another, Woa! ſays 
Roger — Then ſowſe! we are all ſet faſt in a Slough. 
W naw! cries Miſs! Scream go the Maids! and bawl, 
juſt as m' thof' they were ſtuck! And ſo Mercy on us! 
this was the Trade from Morning to Night, But my 
Lady was in ſuch a murrain haſte to be here, that ſet out 
ſhe would, thof' I tould her, it was Childermaſs Day, 

Man, Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, Fohn 

J. Mood. Ah, Meaſter! I ha' ſeen a little of 'em; 
And I find that the beſt when ſhe's mended, 
won't ha“ much Goodneſs to ſpare. 

L. Town, Well ſaid, John. Ha! ha! 

Man, I hope at leaft, you and your good Woman 
agree ſtil], 

J. Mood. Ay! ay! much of a Muchneſs, Bridget 
ſticks to me: Tho' as for her Goodneſs wh 
ſhe was willing to come to London too — But hawld a 
Bit! No, noa, ſays I, there may be Miſchief enough 
done, without you. 

Man. Why that was bravely ſpoken, John, and like 
a Man, 

J. Mood. Ah, weaſt Heart! were Meaſter but hawf 
the Mon that I am  Ods*wookers! thof” he'll 
ſpeak ſtawtly too ſometimes —— But then he conno? 
hawld it no! he conno' hawld it. 

ZL. Town, La. Grace. Man. Ha! ha! ha! 

F. Mood. Ods fleſh! But I mun hye me whoam! 
th' Coach will be coming every Hour naw ———— 
but Meaſter charg'd me to find your 3 out; for 
he has hugey Buſineſs with you; and will certainly 
wait upon you, by that time he can put on a clean 
Neckcloth. | 

Man. O John! lll wait upon him. 

J. Mood. Thy you wonno' be ſo kind, wull ye? 

Man. If you'll tell me where you lodge. 

F. Mood. Juſt i'th* Street next to where your Wor- 
ſhip dwells, the Sign of the Golden Ball It's 


Sold all over; where they ſell Ribbands, and Flappits, 


and other ſort of Geer for Gentlewomen. Man, 
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Man, A Milliner's ? 

F. Mood. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly : Waunds! ſhe 
has a couple of clever Girls there a ſtitching i'th' Fore- 
room. 

Man. Yes, yes, ſhe is a Woman of good Buſineſs, 
no doubt on't — Who recommended that Houſe to 
you, John ? 

J. Mood. The greateſt good Fortune in the World, 
ſure! For as I was gaping about Streets, w! o ſhould 
look out of the Window there, but the fine Gentle- 
man, that was always riding by our Coach Side, at 
York Races — Count — Count Baſſet; ay, that's he. 

Man, Baſſet? Oh, I remember ? I know him by 
Sight. 

J. Mood, Well! to be ſure, as civil a Gentleman, to 
ſee to | 
Man. As any Sharper in Town. [ Aſide, 

J. Mood, At Tuorh, he us'd to breakfaſt with my Lady 
every Morning. 

Man. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her Ladyſhip will re- 
turn his Compliment here in Town. [ Aſide, 

J. Mood. Well Meaſter ———— 

— Town, My Service to Sir Francis, and my Lady, 

ohn. 

La. Grace. And mine, pray Mr. Aſoody. 

T Mood. Ah, your Honors, they'll be proud on't, 
I dare fay. 

Man. I'll bring my Compliments my ſelf: So ho- 
neſt John ———— 

F. Mood. Dear Meaſter Monly! the Goodneſs of 
Goodneſs bleſs and preſerve you. [Exit J. Moody. 

T. Town, What a natural Creature 'tis 

La. Grace. Well! I can't but think John, in a wet 
Afternoon in the Country, muſt be very good Com- 

any. 
F L Town, O! the Tramontane If this were known 
at half the Qzadrille-Tables in Town, they wou'd lay 
down their Cards to laugh at you. 

La. Grace. And the Minute they took them up again 
they would do the ſame at the Loſers —— But ys 

ec 
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let you ſee, that I think good Company may ſome- 
times want Cards, to keep them together: What think 
you, if we three ſat ſoberly down, to kill an Hour az 
Ombre ? 

Man. | ſhall be too hard for you, Madam. 

La. Grace. No Matter! I ſhill have as much Adyans 
tage of my Lord, as you have of me. 

L. Town. Say you to, Madam? Have at you then! 
Here! Ge: the ©mbre-Table, and Cards. 

[Ex. L. Town. 

La. Grace. Come, Mr. Maul) — I know you don't 
forgive me now! 

Man. I don't know whether I ought to forgive your 
thinking ſo, Madam. Where do you imagine I could 
paſs my Time ſo agreeably ? 

La. Grace. I'm ſorry my Lord is not here to take 
his Share of the Compliment — But he'll won- 
der what's become of us! 

Man, I'll follow, in a Moment, Madam 

[Ex. La. Grace. 
It muſt be ſo She ſees, I love her — Yet 
with what unoffending Decency ſhe avoids an Expla- 
nation? How amiable is every Hour of her Conduct? 
What a vile Opinion have I had of the whole Sex, for 
theſe ten Years paſt, which this ſenſible Creature has 
recover'd in Jeſs than One? Such a Companion, ſure, 
might compenſate all the irkſome Diſappointments, that 
Pride, Folly, and Falſhood ever gave me! 


Could Women regulate, like her, their Lives, 
What Halcyon Days were in the Gift of Wives! 
Vain Rovers, then, might Envy, what they Hate; 
And only Fools would mock the Married State. 

[ Exit, 
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AU. ee N I 
SCENE, Au,. Motherly's Houſe. 


Enter Count Baſlet ard Mrs. Motherly. 


Count BASS ETI. 


1 TELL you, there is not ſuch a Family in Eng- 
land, for you! Do you think I would have gone 
out of your Lodgings for any Body, that was not ſure 
to make you eaſy for the Winter? 

Moth, Nay, 1 ſee nothing againſt it, Sir, but the 
Gentleman's being a Parliament-Man; and when Peo- 


ple may, as it were, think one Impertinent, or be out 


of Humour, you know, when a Body comes to ask for 
one's Own 


C. Baſ. Pſhah! Pr'ythee never trouble thy Head 


His Pay is as good as the Bank! -—- Why he has a- 


bove Two thouſand Pound a Year! 

Moth. Alas-a-day! that's Nothing, Your People of 
ten thouſand a Year, have ten thouſands Things to do 
with it. | 

C. Baſ. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of your 
Money; what do you think of going a little with me, 
Mrs. Motherly ? 

Moth, As how? 

C. Baſ. Why I have 2 Game in my Hand, in which, 
il you'll croup me, that is, help me to play it, you ſhall 
go five hundred to nothing. 

Moth. Say you fo? —— Why then, I go, Sir — and 
now pray let's ſee your Game. 

C. Ba. Look you, in one Word, my Cards lie 
thus When I was down this Summer at York, 
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I happen'd to lodge in the ſame Houſe with this Knight's 
Lady, that's now coming to lodge with you. 

Moth, Did youu ſo, Sir? 

C. Baſ. And ſometimes had the Honour to Break- 
faſt, and paſs an idle Hour with her 

Moth, Very good; and here I ſuppoſe you would 
have the Impudence to Sup, and be buſy with her. 

C. Baſ. Pſhah! pr'ythee hear me! 

Moth, Is this your Game? I would not give Six- 
gm for it! What, you have a Paſſion for ber Pin- 

oney no, no, Country Ladies are not ſo 
fluſh of it! 

C. Baſ. Nay! if you won't have Patience 

Moth, One had need to have a good deal, I am ſure, 
to hear you talk at this Rate! Is this your way of 
making my poor Niece Myrtilla eaſy ? 

C. Baſ. Death! I ſhall do it Kill, if the Woman will 
but let me ſpeak 

Moth. Had not you a Letter from her this Morning ? 

C. Baſ. I have it here in my Pocket — this is it. 

[Shews it, and puts it up again. 

Moth, Ay, but I don't find you have made any An- 
ſwer to it. 

C. Ba/. How the Devil can I, if you won't hear me? 

Moth, What! hear you talk of another Woman ? 

Ce Baſ. O lud! O lud! I tell you. I'll make her For- 
tune Ounds! I'll matry her. 

Moth, A likely matter! if you would not do it when 
ſhe was a Maid, your Stomach is not ſo ſharp ſet now, 
.1 preſume. 

C. Baſ. Hey day! why your Head begins to turn, 
my dear! The Devil! you did not think I propos'd 
to marry her my ſelf! 

Moth, If you don't, who the Devil do you think 
will marry her ? 

C. Ba/. Why, a Fool 

Moth. Humph ! there may be Senſe in that —- 

C. Baſ. Very good — One for t'other then; if I can 
help her to a Husband, why ſhould not you come in- 
to my Scheme of helping me to a Wife? 

8 


Moth. 
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Moth. Your Pardon, Sir! ay! ay! in an honourable 
Affair, you know, you may command me but pray 
where is this bleſſed Wife and Husband to be had ? 

C. Baſ. Now have a little Patience — You muſt 
know then, this Country Knight, and his Lady, bring 
up, in the Coach with them, their eldeſt Son, and a 
Daughter, to teach them to — waſh their Faces, and 
turn their Toes out, 

Moth. Good ! 

C. Baſ. The Son is an unlick'd Whelp, about ſix- 
teen, juſt taken from School; and begins to hanker af < 
tet every Wench in the Family: The Daughter, much 
of the ſame Age, a pert, forward Huſſy, who havin 
eight thouſand Pound, left her by an old doting Grand: 
mother, ſeems to have a deviliſh Mind to be doing, in 
her Way too. 

Moth. And your Deſign is, to put her into Buſineſs 


for Life? 


C. Baſ. Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Motherly, we 
Gentlemen, whoſe occaſional Chariots roll, only, up- 
on the tour Aces, are liable ſometimes, you know, to 
have a Wheel out of Order: which, I confeſs, is ſo 
much my Caſe, at preſent, that my Dapple Grays are 
reduced to a Pair of — Chair-men : Now if, 
with your Aſſiſtance, I can whip up this young Jade 
inte a Hackney-Coach, I may chance, in a day or two 
after, to carry her in my own Chariot, en famille, to 
an Opera. Now what do you ſay to me? 

Moth. Why, I ſhall not fleep for thinking 
of it. But how will you prevent the Family's ſmoking 
your Deſign? 

C. Baſ. By renewing my Addrefles to the Mother. 

atorh. And bow will the Daughter like that, think 

Ju: 
7 C. Baſ. Very well 
own Affair. 

Moth, That's true — it muſt do — but, as you 
ſay, one for t'other Sir —— I ſtick to that — if you 
don't do my Niece's Buſineſs with the Son, 1'Il blow 
you with the Daughter, depend upon't. 


whilſt it covers her 


C. Ba. 
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C. Baſ. It's a Bett — pay as we go, I tell you, and 
the five hundred ſhall be ſtak'd, in a third Hand. 

Moth, That's honeſt ——— But here comes my 
Niece! ſhall we let her into the Secret ? 

C. Baſ. Time enough! may be, I may touch upon it. 

Enter Myrtilla. 

Moth. So Niece, are all the Rooms done out, and 
the Beds ſheeted ? 

Myr. Yes Madam, but Mr. Moody tells us the Lady 
always burns Wax, in ber own Chamber, and we have 
none in the Houle, | 

Moth, Odſo! then I muſt beg your Pardon, Count, 
this is a buſy Time, you know. | Exit Mrs, Motherly. 

C. Baſ. Myrtilla ! how doſt thou do, Child? 

Myr. As well as a loſing Gameſter can. 

C. Baſ. Why, what have you loſt ? 

Myr, What I ſhall never recover; and what's worſe 
Fou that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the bet- 
ter for't. | 

C. Baſ. Why Child, doſt thou ever ſee any body 
overjoy'd for winning a deep Stake, fix Months after 
it's over ? 

Myr. Would I had never play'd for it! 

C. Baſ. Pſhah! hang theſe melancholy Thoughts! 
we may be Friends ſtill, 

Ayr. Dull ones. 

C. Baſ. Uleful ones, perhaps — ſuppoſe I ſhould 
help thee to a good Husband ? 

Myr. I ſuppoſe you'll think any one good enough, 
that will take me off o' your hands. 

C. Baſ. What do you think of the young Country 
Eo ax the Heir of the Family, that's coming to lodge 

ere ? 

Myr. How ihould I know what to think of him ? 

C. Baſ. Nay I only give you the Hint, Child; it may 
be worth your while, at leaſt, to look about you 
Hark! what Buſtle's that without ? 

Enter Mrs. Motherly in haſte. 

Moth. Sir! Sir! the Gentleman's Coach is at the 
Door! they are all come! 

C, Baſ. What, already? Moth. 
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Moth, They are juſt getting out — won't you ſtep, 
and lead in my Lady ? Do you be in the way, Niece ! 
I muſt run and receive them, [Exit Mrs. Motherly. 

C. Ba/. And think of what I told you. Exit Count. 

Myr. Ay! ay! you have left me enough to think of, 
as long as I live— a faithleſs Fellow! 1 am ſure, I 
have been true to him; and for that only Reaſon, he 
wants to be rid of me : But while Women are weak, 
Men will be Rugues! And for a Bane to both their 
Joys, and ours; when cur Vanity indulges them, in 
ſuch innocent Favours, as make them adore us; we 
can never be well, 'till we grant them the very one, 
that puts an end to their Devotion, — But here coines 
my Aunt, and the Company. 

Mrs. Motherly returns, ſpewing in Lady Wronghead, 
led by Count Ballet, 

Moth. If your Ladyſh'p pleaſes to walk into this 
Parlour, Madam. only for the preſent, kill your Ser- 
vants have got all your Things in. 

La, Wrong. Well! dear Sir, this is fo infinitely ob- 
liging —— l proteſt, it gives me Pain tho', to turn 
you cut ef your Lodging thus! 

C. Baſ. No Trouble in the leaſt, Madam; we ſingle 
Fellows are ſoon mov'd: beſides, Mrs. Motheriy's my 
old Acquaintance, and I could not be her Hindrance. 

Moth. The Count is ſo well bred, Midam, I dire 
ſay he would do a great deal more, to accommodate 
your Lady ſhip. 

La. Wrong. O dear Madam! — A good well- bred ſort 
of a Woman. [Abart to the Count. 

C. Ba/. O Madam, ſhe is very much among People of 
Quality, ſhe is ſeldom without them, in her Houſe. 

La. A'rong. Are there a good many People of Quali- 
ty in this Street, Mrs. Motherly ? 

Moth, Now your Ladyſhip is here, Madam, I don't 
believe there is a Houſe without them, 

La. Wrong. | am mighry glad of that! for really 1 
think People of Qualicy ſhould always live an oag one 
another. 

C. Ba/. Tis what one would chooſe, indeed, Madam. 

Vor. II. O La, 
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La. Wrong, Bleſs me! but where are the Children all 
this while ? 

Moth. Sir Francis, Madam, I believe is taking care 
of them. 

Sir Fran, [within.| John Moody ! ſtay you by the 
Coach, and ſee all our Things out — Come, 
Children. 

Moth. Here they are, Madam. 

Enter Sir Francis, Squire Richard, and Mi{; Jenny. 

Sir Fran, Well, Count! Imun fay it, this was koynd, 
indeed! 

C. Baſ. Sir Francis ? give me leave to bid you wel- 
come to London. | 

Sir Fran, Pſhah! how doſt do Mon —— Waunds, 
I'm glad to ſee thee! A good fort of a Houſe this! 

C. Baſ. Is not that Maſter Richard? 

Sir Fran, Ey! Ey! that's young Hopeſul — why 
Colt nut Baw, Dick? 

Squ. Rich. So J do, Feyther. 

C. Baſ. Si-, I'm glad to fee you —— | proteſt 
Mr:, Jane is grown ſo, I ſhould not have known her. 

Sir Fran, Come forward, Jenny. 

Jenny. Sure, Papa, do you think I don't know how 
to behave my felt? 

C. Ba/. It 1 have permiſſion to approach Her, Sir 
Francis 

Jenny. Lord, Sir, I am in ſuch a frighcful Pickle — 

Salute. 

C. Baſ. Every Dreſs that's proper muſt become you, 
Madam, — you have been a long Journey. 

Jenny. 1 hope you will ſee me in better, to- mor- 
row, Sir, | 

La. Wrong. whiſpers Mrs. Moth, pointing to Myrtilla. 

Moth, Only a Niece of mine, Madam, that lives 
Witt me; ſhe will be proud to give your Lady ſnip any 
Ailiſtance in her Power, 

La. Wrons. A pretty fort of a young Woman —— 
Jenny, you two mult be acquainted, 

Jenny. O, Mamma! I am never ſtrange, ina ſtrange 
Place ! [ Salutes Myr. 

g Myr. 
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Myr. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam 
— Madam, your Ladyſhip's welcome to Londen. 

Jenny. Mamma! I like her prodigiouſly ! ſhe call'd 
me, my Ladyſhip. 

Squ. Rich, Pray Mother, maun't I be acquainted 
with her too! 

La, Wrong. You! you Clown! ſtay *till you learn a 
little more Breeding firſt. 

Sir Fran. Od's heart! my Lady Wronghead ! why do 
you balk the Lad? how ſhou'd he ever learn Breed- 
ing, if he does not put himſelf forward! 

Squ. Rich, Why ay Feather, does Mother think at 
I'd be uncivil to her? 

Myr. Maſter has ſo much good Humour, Madam, 
he would ſoon gain upon any Body. | He kifſes Myr, 

Squ. Rich. Lo'you theere Moather : and yow would 
but be quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough. 

La. Wrong. Why how now, Sirrah! Boys muſt not 
be ſo familiar, 

Squ. Rich, Why, an I know no body, haw the Mur- 
rain mun I paſs my Time here, in a ſtrange Place? 
Naw you, and I, and Sifter, forſooth, ſometimes, in 
an Afternoon, may play at One and thirty Bone- Ace, 

urely, 
: 9 Speak fer your ſelf, Sit! d'ye think I play at 
ſuch Clowniſh Games: 

Squ. Rich. Why and you woan't, vo' ma' let it a- 
loane ; then ſhe, and I, may hap, will have a bawt at 
All-fours, without you. 

Sir Fran. Noa! noa! Dic“, that won't do neither; 
you mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child. 

Myr, If Maſter pleaſes, I'll ſhew ic him. 

Squ. Rich. What! th' Humler ! Hoy diy! why does 
our River run to this Tawn, Feather: 

Sir Fran. Pooh! you filly Tony! Ombre is a Ceam 
at Cards, that the better Sort of People play three to- 
gether at, 

Squ. Rich, Nay the moare the merrier, I ſay ; but 
Sifter is always lo croſs-grain'd 
Jenny. Loid! this __ is enough to deaf Nee 

2 «| 
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and one has re lly been ſtufft up in a Coach ſo long, 
that — Pray Madam — could not I get a little Powder 
tor my Hair? | 

Myr. If you pleaſe to come along with me, Madam. 

[Exit Myr. and Jenny. 

Squ. Rich, What, has Siſter ta'en her away naw ! 
meſs, I'll go, and have a little game with em. 

[Ex, after them. 

L. Wrong. Well Count, I hope you won't fo far 
change your Lodgings, but you will come, and be at 
home here (ometimes ? 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay! pr'ythee come and take a bit of 
Mutton with us, naw and tan, when thou'ſt nowght 
to do. 

C. Baſ. Well Sir Francis, you ſhall find 1'll make 
but very little Ceremony, 

Sir Fran. Why ay naw, that's hearty ! 

Moth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh your 
ſelf, with a Dich of Tea, after your Fatigue? I think 
I have pretty good. 

La. Wrong. It you pleaſe, Mrs. Motheriy ; but I be- 
lieve we had beſt have it above Stairs. 

Moth, Very well, Madim : it ſhall be ready imme- 
diately. Exit Mrs, Motherly, 

La. Wrong, Won't you walk up, Sir: 

Sir Fran. Moody ! 

C. Baſ. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Francis, Madam? 

La. Wrong. Lard“ don't mind him! he will come, 
if he likes ir. 

Sir Fran, Ay, ay, ne'er heed me I ha' things to 
look after. [Fxe. La. Wrong. axd Count Bal, 
Futer John Moody, 

J. Moed, Did your Worſhip want muh? 

Sir Fran. Ay, is the Coach clear'd } and all our 
Things in? 

J. Mood, Aw but a few Band- boxes, and the Nook 
that's left o'th' Gooſe Poy — But a Plague on him, 
th' Monkey has gin us the flip, I think — I ſuppoſe 
he's goan to ſee his Relations; for here looks to be a 
Power of 'um in this Tawn and heavy Ralf” 
is skawer'd after him. dir 
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Str Fran. Why let him go to the Devil! no matter, 
and the Hawnds had had him a Month agoe — 
but I with the Coach and Horſes were got ſafe to th' 
Inn! This is a ſharp Tawn, we mun look about us 
here, John, therefore I would have you goa alung 
with Roger, and ſee that no Budy runs away with them 
before they get to the Stable. 

J Mood, Alas-1-day, Sir: I believe cur awld Cattle 
woant peaſily be run away with to-night but 
how ſoindever, we'ſt ta' the beſt care we can of 'um, 
poor Sawls, 

Sir Fran, Well, well! make haſte then ———= 

| Moody goes out, and returns, 

J. Mood. Ods fleſh! here's Meaſter Monly come to 
wait vpo? your Worſhip! 

Sir Fran, Wheere is he ? 

J. Mood. Juſt coming in, at threſhou!d. 

Sir Fran. Then goa about your Buſineis. [Ex. Moody. 

Enter Manly, 
Couſin Ao Sit, I am your very humble Servant. 


Man. I heard you were come, Sir Ira Cis=——_— 
and 


Sir Fran. Odiheart! this was fo kindly done of you, 
Naw, g 

Man. I wiſh you may think it ſo, Couſin! for I 
confeſs, I ſhould have been better pleas'd to have ſeen 
you in aay other Place. 

Sir Fran. How ſoa, Sir? 

Man, Nay, 'tis for your own Sake: I'm not con- 
cern'd. 

Sir Fran. Look vou, Cœuſin! thof' I know you wiſh 
me well; yet 1 don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſoch 
weighty Reaſons for w!.:t L have done, that you will 
ſay, Sir, this is the wileſt Journey that ever I made 
in my Lite. | 

Man. I think it ought to be, Coulin; for I believe, 
you will find it the moſt expenlive one — your Elec- 
tion did not coſt you a Trifle, I ſuppole. | 

Sir Fran. Why ay! it's true! That=—— that did 
lick a little; but it a Man's wiſe, (und I han't fawnd 
| O 3 | ye! : 
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yet that I'm a Foul) tuere are ways, Couſin, to lick 
ones le f whole again. 

M. . Nay if you have that Secret 

Sir Frau. Don't you be feartul, Couſin — you'll find 
that I know ſomething | 

Man. It it be any thing for your good, I ſhould be 
glad to know it too. 

Sir Fran. In ſhort then, 1 have a Friend in a Cor- 
ner, that has let me a liule into what's What, at Weſt- 
min er thir's one Thing! 

Mar. Va well! but what Good is that to do you? 

Sir tran. Why not me, as much as it does other 
Folks ? 

Man. ther People, I doubt, have the Advantage of 
different Qual Hcations. 

Sir Fr. 1, Wuy ay! there's it naw! you'll ſay that J 
have liv'd ail my Days i'th' Country — what then — 
I'm o'th' Werum — I have been at Seſſions, and I 
have made Speeches theere ! ay, and at Veſtry too — 
and mayhap they may find here, —— that I have 
brought my 1 ongue up to Town with me! D'ye take 


Man, If I take your Cafe rig, Couſin ; I am a- 
fraid the fiiſt Occaſion you will have for your Elo- 
quence here, will be, to ſhew that you have any 
Right to make ule of it at all, 

Sir Fran, How d'ye mean? 

Man. That Sir FohnWorthland has lodg'd a Petition 
ag:inſt you, 

Sir Fran. Petition! why ay! there let it lie — we'll 
find a way to deal with thar, I warrant you! —— wh 
you forget Couſin, Sir Fohn's o'th* Wrung ſide, Mon! 

Man. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little 
ſervice; for in Caſes very notorious (which I take 
yours to be) there is ſuch a Thing as a ſhort Day, and 
diſpatching them immediately. 

Sir Fran. With all my Heart! the ſooner I ſend 
him home again the better. 


Man. And this is the Scheme you have laid down, 
to repair your Fortune ? 


Sir 


e 
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Sir Fran In ane word, Couſin, I think it my Du- 
ty! the Hrengheadt bave been a conſiderable Family, 
ever ſince En7/and was England; and ſince the World 
knows 1 have Talents where-withal, they ſhan't ſay 
it's my F:ult, if I don't make as good a Figure as any 
that ever were at the Head on'r. 

Man. Nay! this Pc je&, as you have laid it, will 
come up to any thing your Anceſtors haye done theſe 
hve hundred Years. 

Sir Fran. And let me alone to work it! maybap I 
hav *n': told you all, either. 

alan. You aſtoniſh me! waat! and is it full as 
pr:&'c ble as what you have told me! 

Si Fran, Ay, thot' I ſay it — every whit, Couſin! 
you'll fad that I have more Irons i'th' Fire than one 
1 doan't come of a Fvo!'s Errand ! 

Man. Very well. 

Sir Fran, In a word, my Wife his got a Friend at 
Court, as well as my ſelf, and her Dowghter Jenny is 
naw pretty well grown up . 

Man. [Aſide.] — And what in the Devil's Name 
would he do with the Dowdy ? 

Sir Fran, Naw, if I doan't lay in for a Husband for 
ber, mayhap i'this Tawn, ſhe may be looking out for 
her ſelf, - 

Man. Not unlikely, 

Sir Fran, Therefore I have ſome Thoughts of get- 
tiag her to be Maid of Honour. 

Man. [Aſide.] Oh! he has taken my Breath away! 
but 1 muſt hear him out, — Pray Sir Francis, do you 
think her Education has yet qualiſied her for a Court? 

Sir Fran. Why, the Girl is a little too mettleſome, 
it's true! but ſhe has Tongue enough: ſhe woan't be 
daſht! Then ſhe ſhall learn to daunce forthwith, and 
that will ſon teach her haw to ſtond ſtill, you know. 

Man, Very well; but when ſhe is thus accompliſtit, 
you muſt til] wait for a Vacancy, 

Sir Fran, Why I hope one has a good Chance for 
that every Day, Couſin! For if I take it right, that's 
a Poſt, that Folks are not more willing to get into, 

O 4 than 
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than they are to get out of —it's like an Orange. 
Tree, upon that accawnt — it will be-r BI floms, and 
Fruit that's ready to drop, at the ſame time. 

Man. Well, Sir, „cu beſt know how to make good 
your Pretenſions! But pray where is my Lady, and 
my yourg Couſins? I ſhould be glad to ſee them roo. 

Sir Fran, She is but juſt taking a Diſh of Tea with 
the Count, and my Landlady I' call her 
dawn. 

Man, No, no, if ſhe's engag'd, I ſhall call again, 

Sir Fran. Ods-heart! but you mun ſee her naw, 
Couſin; what! the beſt Friend I have in the World! 
Here! Sweet-heart! [To 4 Servant wither | 
pr*ythee defire my Lady, and the Gentleman, to come 
down a bit; tell her, here's Couſin Manly come to 
wait upon her. 

Aian. Pray, Sir, who may the Gentleman be ? 

S.r Fran. You mun know him to be ſure; why it's 
Count Baſſet, 

Aan. Oh! is it ke? — Your Family will be infi- 
nitely happy in his Acquaintance. 

Sir Fran, Troth! I think ſo too: He's the civileft 
Man that ever I knew in my Life — Why! here he 
would go out of his own Lodging, at an Hour's Warn- 
ing, purely to oblige my Family, Was n't that kind, 
raw ? 

Alan. Extremely civil — the Family is in admira- 
ble hands already! 

Sir Fran. Then my Lady likes tim hugely —— all 
the Time of York Races, ſhe would never be without 
him. 

Man. That was happy indeed! and a prudent Man, 
you know, ſhould always take care that his Wife may 
have innocent Campany, 

Sir Fran, Why ay! that's it! and I think there 
could not be ſuch another! 

Man. Why truly, for her Purpoſe, I thirk not. 

r Fran. Only naw and tan, he he ſtonds a lee- 
tie teo much upon Ceremony; that's his fault. 


Alan, 
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Man. O never fear! he'il mend that every Day— 
Mercy on us! what a He:d he has! 

Sir Fran. So! here they come! 

Enter Lady Wronghead, Cunt Billet, and 
Mrs, Notheriy. 

La. Wrong. Couſin Many! this is infialitely Oolt. 
ging! I am extremely glad to ſee yu. 

Man. Your molt obedient Serva:ic, Madam ;, I am 
glad to ſee your Ladylhip look {> well, after your 
Journey. 

La. Wrong. Why really! coming to London is apt 
to put a little more Lite in one's Looks. 

Man, Yet the way of living here, is very apt to 
deaden the Complexion — and give me leave to tell 
you, as a Friend, Madam, you are come to the worſt 
Place in the World, for a good Woman to grow bet- 
ter in. . 

La. Wrong. Lord Couſin! how ſhould People ever 
make any Figure in Lite, that are always myap'd up 
in the Country ? 

C. Baſ. Your Lidyſhip certainly takes the Thing in 
a quite right Light, Madim: Mr, Aa, your hum- 
ble Servant a hem, 

Man, Famili:r Puppy. [ 4/:4e.] Sir, your moſt obe- 
dient — I muſt be civil ro the Raſcal, to cover my 
Suſpicion of him. [ Aſide. 

C. Ba/. Was you at White's this Morning, Su: 

Man. Yes, Sir, 1 juſt call'd in. 

C. Baſ Pray — what — was there any thing done 
there ? 

Man, Much as uſual, Sir; the ſame daily Carcaſes, 
and the ſame Crows about tnem. | 

C. Baſ. The Demoivre Baronet had a bloody Tum- 
ble, yeſterday, 

Man. I hop2, Sir, you had your Share of him? 

C. Baſ. No faith! 1 came in when it was all over 
— I ͤ think 1 juſt made a couple of Betts with him, 
took up a cool hundred, and ſo went to the King's 
Arms. 


O 5 La. 
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La. Wrong. What a genteel, eaſy Manner he has! 
[ Aſide, 

Man, A very hopeſul Acquaintance I have made 
here, [ Aſide. 
unter Squire Richard, with a wet brown Paper on his 

Face, 

Sir Fran, How naw, Dick! what's the matter with 
thy Forehead, Lad? | | 

Squ, Rich, I ha' getten a knuck upon't, 

La. Wrong. And how did you come by it, you heed- 
leſs Creature ? 

Squ. Rich, Why 1 was but running after Siſter, and 
t'other young Woman, into a little Room juſt naw : 
and ſo with that, they flapt the Door full in my Feace, 
and gave me ſuch a whurr here—1I thowght they had 
beaten my Brains out! ſo I gut a dab of wet brown 
Paper here, to (wage it a while. 

La. Wrong. They ſerv'd you right enough! will you 
never have done with your Horſe-play ? 

Sir Fran. Pooh! never heed it, Lad! it will be well 
by to-morrow — the Boy has a ſtrong Head! 

Man. Yes, truly, his Skull ſeems to be of a com- 
fortable Thickneſs. | Aſide, 

Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here's Couſin Manly — Sir, 
this is your God-ſon. 

La. Wrong. Oh! here's my Daughter too. 


Enter Mi/s Jenny, 


Squ. Rich. Honour'd Gudfeyther! I crave leave to 
ask your Bleſſing. 

Man. Thou haſt it, Child and if it will do 
thee any good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as 
Wiſe a Man as thy Father. 

La. Wrong. Miis Fenny ! don't you ſee your Couſin, 
Child! 

Man. And for Thee, my pretty Dear —— [| Salutes 
her] raay'ft thou be, at leaſt, as good a Woman, as 
thy Mother. 

Jenny, I wiſh I may eyer be fo Handſom, Sir. 


Man: 
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Man. Hah! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought, that 
ſeems to have been hatcht in the Girl on this fide 
Highgate. Aide. 

Sir Fran. Her Tongue is a little nimble, Sir. 

La. Wrong. That's only from her Country Educati- 
on, Sir Francis. You know ſhe has been kept too long 
there — ſo I brought her to London, Sir, to learn a 
little more Reſerve and Modeſty. 

Man, O, the beſt Place in the World for it — every 
Woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it — 


There's the good Gentlewoman of the Houſe, looks 


like a knowing Perſon; even ſhe perhaps will be ſo 
good as to ſhew her a little London Behaviour. 

Moth, Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need of 
my InſtruQion, 

Man, That I dare ſay : What thou canſt teach her, 
ſhe will ſoon be Miſtreſs of. [Aſide. 

Moth, If ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at her 
ſervice, 

La. Wrong. Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Motherly. 

Sir Fran, Very kind, and civil, truly —I think we 
are got into a mighty good Hawſe here. 

Man. O yes, and very friendly Company. 

C. Baſ. Humh! I' gad I don't like his Looks — he 
ſeems a little ſmoaky — | believe 1 had as good bruſh 
off — If I ſtay, I don't know but he may ask me 
ſome odd Queſtions, [ Aſide, 

Man, Well, Sir, I believe you and I do but hinder 
the Family 

C. Baſ. It's very true, Sir—1 was juſt thinking of 
going — He don't care to leave me, | ſee: but it's no 
matter, we have time enough. | Aſide. | And ſo Ladies, 
without Ceremony, your humble Servant. 

La. Ceunt Baſſet, and drops a Tetter. 

La. Wrong. Ha! what Paper's this ? Some Billet-doux 
I'll lay my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. 

| Puts it in her Pocks?, 

Sir Fran. Why in ſuch haſte, Couſin ? 

Man. O! my Lady muſt have a great many Aﬀa's3 
upon her Hands, after ſuch a Journey, 


> 
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La. Wrong. I believe, Sir, I ſhall not have much 
leſs every Day, while 1 ſtay in this Town, of one ſort 
or ot. 

: Maag. by truly, Ladies ſeldom want Employment 
lere, I. dann. 

Jenny. ind Mamma did not come to it to be idle, 
Sir. 

Man. Noe you neither, I dare ſay, my young Miſ- 
trels. 

Jenny. I hape not, Sir. 

Alan, Ha! Miſs Mettle! 
going, Sir ? 

Sir Fran, Only to fee you to th' Door, Sir, 

Alan, ON! Sir Francis, 1 love to come and go, with- 
out Ceremony, 

dir Fran. Nay Sir, I muſt do as you will have me— 
Your humble Servant. Exit Man. 

Jenny. This Couiin Manly, Paps, ſeems to be bur 
of au 04d fo:t of a cruſty Humour — I don't like him 
ta'f ſo weil as the Count. 

Sir Fran. Pooh ! that's another thing, Child — Cou- 
{in is a little proud indeed! but however you muſt al- 
ways be civil to him, for he has a deal of Money; 
and no Body knows who he may give it to. 

La. Wrong. Pihah! a Fig for his Money! you have 
ſo many Projects of late about Money, fince you are 
a Parliament Man: What! we muſt make our ſelves 
Slaves to his impertinent Humours, eight, or ten 
Years perhaps, in hopes to be his Heirs; and then he 
will be juſt old enough to marry. his Maid. 

Aſoch, Nay, for that matter, Madam, the Town ſays 
he is going to be married altogether, 

Sir Fran, Who? Coulin Manly ? 

La. irons, To whom, pray: 

Moth, Why, is it poſſible your Ladyſhip ſhould 
know nothing of it? — to my Lord Towrly's Siſter, 
Lady Grace. 

La. Wrong, Lady Grace? f 

Moth, Dear Madam, it has been in the News- Pa- 
pers! | 
® I s, 


Where are you 


Ta. Wrong. I don't like that neither. 

Sir Fran. Naw, I do; for then it's likely it mayn't 
be true. 

La. Wrong. [ Aſide.) If it is not too far gone; at leaſt 
it may be worth one's while to throw a Rub in his 
way. 

Squire Rich. Pray Feyther haw lung will it be to 
Supper ? 

Sir Fran, Odſo! that's true! ſtepto the Cook, Lad, 
and ask what ſhe can get us? | 

Moth, It you pleaſe, Sir, I'll order one of my Maids 
to ſhew her where ſhe may have any thing you haye a 
mind to. 

Sir Fran, Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly. 

Squ. Rich. Ods-fleſh! what is not it i'th* Hawſe yet 
I ſhall be famiſht but howl'd! I'l] 

o and ask Doll, an there's none o'th' Gooſe Poy left. 

Sir Fran. Do ſo, and do'ſt hear Dick ſee if 
there's e'er a Bottle o'th' ſtrung B-er that came i'th* 
Coach with us —— it there be, clapa Toaſt in it, 
and bring it up. 

Squ. Rich, With a little Nutmeg and Sugar, ſhawn't 
I, Feyther ? 

Sir Fran. Ay! ay! as thee and I alwaysdrink it for 
Breakfaſt — Go thy Ways! —— ard PII fl a Pipe th” 
mean while, | Takes one from a Pocket-C 'aſe, and fills 
it. ' [ x. 2418, Rich. 
La. Wrong. This Boy is always thinking of bis Belly! 

Sir Frau. Why my Dear, you may allow him to be 
a little hungry after his Journey. 

La. Ii'ronz. Nay, ev'n breed him your own way — 
He has been cramming in or out the Coach al! this Day 
I am ſure I wiſh my poor Girl could eat a quar- 


ter as nuch. | 
Jenn). O for that I could eat a great deal more, 


Mamma; but then mayhap, I ſhould grow coarſe, like 
him, and ſpoil my Shape. 
La. Virong. Ay ſo thou would'ſt my Dear. 
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Enter Squire Richard with a full Tankard. 
Squ. Rich, Here, Feyther, I ba' browght it 
it's well I went as I did; for our Doll had juſt bak'd a 
Toaſt, and was going to drink it herſelf. 
Sir Fran, Why then, here's to thee, Dick! [ Drinks, 
Squ. Rich, Thonk yow, Feyther. 
Ls. Wrong. Lord! Sir Francs! I wonder you can 
encourage the Boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly Li- 
uor — — it's enough to make him quite ſtupid. 
Sau. Rich. Why it niver hurts me, Mother; and I 
deep like a Hawnd after it. [ Drinks, 
Sir Fran. I am ſure I ha' drunk it theſe thirty Years, 
and by your Leaye, Madam, I don't know that I want 
Wit: Ha! ha! 
Jenny. But you might have had a great deal more, 
Pappa, if you would have been governed by my Mo- 
er 


Sir Fran, Daughter! he that is governed by his Wife, 
has no Wit at all. 

Jenny. Then I hope I ſhall marry a Fool, Sir; for 
I love to govern dearly. 

Sir Fran. You are too pert, Child; it don't do wel!, 
in a young Woman, 

La. Wrong. Pray Sir Francis don't ſnub her; ſhe has 
a fine growing Spirit, and if you check her ſo, you 
will make her as dull as her Brother there. 

Squ. Rich. ¶ After a long Draught.) Inde ed Mother, 
T think my Sifter is too forward. 

Jenny. You! you think i'm too forwa'd! ſure! 
Brother Mud! your Head's too heavy to think of any 
thing but your Belly, 

La. Wong. Well ſaid, Miſs; he's none of your Ma- 
ſter, tho' he is your elder Brother. 

Squ. Rich. No, nor ſhe ſhawn't be my Miſtreſs, while 
ſhe's younger Siſter ! 

Sir Fran. Well ſaid Dick ſhew 'em that ſtawt Li- 
quor makes a ſtiwt Heart, Lad! 

Squ. Rich, So I wull! and Vil drink ageen, for all 
her! [ Drinks. 


Enter 
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Euter John Moody. 

Sir Fran, So John! how are the Horſes ! 

J. Mood. Troth, Sir, I ha'noa good Opinion o' this 
Tawn, it's made up o' miſchief, I. think! 

Sir Fran, What's the Matter naw ? 

J. Mood. Why I'll tell your Worſhip —— before 
we were gotten to th' Street End, with the Coach, 
here, a great Luggerheaded Cart, with Wheels as thick 
as a brick Wall, laid hawld on't, and has poo'd it aw 
to bits; Crack! went the Perch! Down goes the 
Coach! and Whang! ſays the Glaſſes, all to Shivers 
Marcy upon us! and this be London!“ would we were 
aw weell in the Country ageen! 

Jenny. What have you to do, to wiſh us all in the 
Country again, Mr. Lubber? I hope we ſhall not go 
into the Country again theſe Seven Years, Mamma; 
let twenty Coaches be pull'd to pieces. 

Sir Fran. Hold your Tongue, 3 Nas Ko- 
ger in no Fault, in all this! 

J. Mood. Noa Sir, nor I, noather are not yow 
aſneam'd, ſays Roger to the Carter, to do ſuch an un- 
kind thing by Strangers? Noa, ſays be, you Bumkin. 
Sir, he did the thing on very Purpoſe! and fo the 
Folks ſaid that ftood by Very well, ſays Roger, 
your ſhall ſee what our Meyſter will fay to ye! Your 

eyſter? ſays he; your Meyſter may kiſs my —— and 
ſo he clapt his Hand juſt there, and like your Worſhip, 
Fleſh! I thowght they had better Breeding in this 
Tawn. 

Sir Fran. I'll teach this Rafcal ſome, I warrant him? 
Odsbud! if I take him in hand, I'll play the Devil with 
him. | 

Squ. Rich. Ay do, Feyther, have him before the Par- 
liament. 

Sir Fran. Ods- bud! and fo I will —— 1 will make 
him know who I am! Where does he live: 

J. Mood. | believe, in London, Sir. 

Sir Fran. What's the Raſcal's Name! 

J. Mood, I think I heard ſomebody call him Dich. 

Sꝗ u. Rich, What, my Name 


Sir Fran. 
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Sir Fran. Where did he go? 

J. Mood, Sir, he went home, 

Sir Fran. Where's that? 

F. Mood, By my Troth, Sir, I don't know! I heard 
him ſay he would croſs the ſame Street again to-mor- 
row ; and if we had a mind to ſtand in his way, he 
wou'd pool us over and over again. | 
Sir Fran. Will he ſo! Odszooks! get me a Conſta- 
ble. a 

La. Wrong. Pooh! get you a good Supper. Come, 
Sir Francis, don't put your ſelf in a Heat for what 


can't be helpt. Accidents will happen to People that 


travel abroad to ſee the World — For my part, 1 
think it's a Mercy it was not over-turn'd before we were 
all out on't. 

Sir Fran. Why ay, that's true again, my Dear. 

La Wrong, Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can buy 
one at Second-hand, for preſent Uſe: ſo befpeak a 
rew one, and then all's eaiy. 

F. Mood. Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this could 
have held you = $220 a Day longer. 

Sir Fran, Dye think fo, John ? 

J. Mood. Why you ha' had it, ever ſince your Wor- 
ſhip were High- Sheriff. 

Sir Fran, Why then go and ſee what Doll has got 
us for Supper — and come and get off my Boots. 

[Exit Sir Fran, 
La. Wrong. In the mean time, Miſs, do you ſtep to 
Handy, and bid her get me ſome freſh Night-clothes, 
[Exic La, Wrong, 
Jenny. Yes, Mamma, and ſome for my ſelf too. 
| Ex. Jenny. 
Sau. Rich. Ods- fleſn! and what mun 1 do all alone? 


'l e'en ſeek ont where t'other pratty Mi< is, 
And She and I'll go play at Cards for Kiſſes, [Ex. 
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AT . SUCENE-L 
SCE N E, te Lord Townly's Honuſe. 


Enter Lord Townly, a Servant attending. 


Lord ToWRN Tr. 
H O's there? 
Serv. My Lord! 

Z. Town. Bid them get Dinner — Lady Grace, 
your Servant. 

Enter Lady Grace. 

La. Grace. What, is the Houle up already? My La- 
dy is not dreſt yet! 

L. Town, No Matter — it's three a Clock — ſhe 
may break my Reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my Hours, 

La. Grace, Nay, you need not tear that now, for 
ſhe dines abroad. 

TL. Townly, That, I ſuppoſe, is only an Excuſe for her 
not being ready yet. | 

La. Grace. No, upon my Word, ſhe is engaged ꝛ0 
Company. 

L. Town, Where, pray? 

La. Grace. At my Lady Revel's; and you xnow they 
never dine 'til] Supper-time, 

L. Town, No truly — ſhe is one of thoſe orderly 
Ladies, who never let the Sun ſhine upon any of their 
Vices ! But pr'ythee, Siſter, what Humour is ſhe 
in To-day ? | 

La. Grace, O! in tip-top Spirits, I can aſſure you 
—— ſhe won a good deal, laſt Night. 

L. Town, I know no Difference 3 her Win- 
ning or Loſing, while ſhe continues her courſe of 

©, 


La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. However ſhe is better in good Humour, 
than bad. 

L. Town, Much alike: When ſhe is in good Hu- 
mour, other People only are the better for it: When in 
a very ill Humour, then, indeed, | ſeldom fail to have 
my Share of her. 

La. Grace, Well, we won't talk of that now —— 
Does any Body dine here ? 

L. Town, Manly promis'd me — by the way, Ma- 
dam, what do you think of his laſt Converſation ? 

La. Grace, ——— Tam a little at a Stand about it, 

L. Town, How ſo? 

La. Grace. Why ——— I don't know how he can 
ever have any Thoughts of me, that could lay down 
ſuch ſevere Rules upon Wives, in my kearing. 

L. Town. Did vou think his Rules unreaſonable ? 

La. Grace, 1 can' ſay I di! : But he might have had 
a little more Comp'aiſance before me, at leaſt. 

L. Town, C-mplaiſance is only a Proof of good 
Breeding : But hi- Plainneſs was a certain Proof ot his 
Honeſty ; nay, of his good Opinion of you: For he would 
never have open'd himſelf ſo freely, but in confidence 
that your good Senſe could no be diſobliged at it. 

L. Grace. My good Opinion of him, Brother, has 
hitherto been guided by yours: But I have receiv'd a 
Letter this Morning that ſhews him a very different 
Man from what 1 thought him. 

Z. Town, A Letter from whom? 

La. Grace. That I don't know, but there it is. 

[Gives a Letter, 

TL. Town, Pray let's ſee. Reads. 

The Inclos'd, Madam, fell accidentally into my Hands , 
if tt no way concerns you, von will only have the 
trouble of reading this, from your ſincere Friend 
and humble Servant, Unknown, &c. 

La. Grace, And this was the inclos'd. | Giving another. 

L. Town. | Reads.) To Charles Manly, E/; 

Your manner of living with me of late, convinces 
me, that I now grow as painful to you, as to my 
ſelf: but however, though you can love me no 

longer, 
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longer, I hope, you will not let me live worſe 
than I did, before I left an honeſt Income, for 
the vain Hopes of being ever Tours. 
Myrti!}1 Dupe, 
P. S. 'Tis above ſour Months ſince I receiv'd a 
Shilling from you. 

La. Grace. What think you now ? 

L. Town, I am conſidering 

La. Grace. You fee it's direted to him — 

L. Town. That's true! but the Poſtſcript ſeems to 
be a Reproach, that I think he is not capable of de- 
ſerving, 

La. Grace. But who could have concern enough, to 
ſend it to me: 

L. Town, 1 have obſerved, that theſe ſort of Letters 
from unknowa Friends, generally come from ſecret 
Enemies. 

La. Grace. What would you have me doin it? 

IL, Town, What 1 think you 0 to do 
fairly ſhew it him, and ſay I advis'd you to it. 

La. Grace. Will not that havea very odd Look, from 
me ? 

L. Town, Not at all, if you uſe my Name in it: If 
he is Innocent; his Impatience to appear ſo, will diſ- 
cover his Regard to you: If he is Guilty; it will be 
your beſt way of preventing his Addrefles. 

La. Grace, But what Pretence have | to put him out 
of Countenance ? 

TL. Town, I can't think there's any fear of that. 

La. Grace, Pray what is't you do think then ? 

L. Town, Why certainly, that it's much more pro- 
bable, this Letter may be all an Artifice, than that he 
is in theleaſt concern'd in it. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv, Mr, Manly, my Lord. 

T. Town, Do you receive him; while I ftep a Mi- 
nute in to my Lady. [Exit L. Town. 

Enter Manly. 

Man. Madam, your moſt Obedient; they told me, 

my Lord was here. 


La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. He wi:! be here preſently : He is but jaſt 
gone in to my der. 

Man, So! then ny L:dy dines with us. 

La. Grace. N; ſhei; engaged. 

Man. I hope you are not of her Party, Madam? 

La. Grace. Not till after Dinner. : 

Man. And pray how ray ſhe have diſpoſed of the reſt 
of the Day ? | 

La. Grace. Much as uſual! ſhe has Viſits 'till about 
eight; after that, *til] Cuurt-time, ſhe is to be at Qua- 
drille, at Mrs. idle's: After the D »wing-room, ſhe 
takes a ſhort Supper with my Lady Moonlight, And 
from thence, they go together to my Lord Noble's Aſ- 
ſembly. 

Man. And are you to do 2!! this with her, Madam? 

La. Grace. Only a few of the Viſits: | would in- 
deed have drawn her to the Play; but I doubt we 
have ſo much upon our Hands, that will not be pra- 
cticable. 

Man. But how can you forbear al the reſt of it? 

La. Grace. There's no great Merit in fervearing, 
what one is not charm'd with, 

Man. And yet I have found that very diſficult, in my 
time. 

La Grace. How do you mean?: 

Man. Why, 1 have paſs'd a greatdealof my Life, in 
the hurry of the Ladies, though I was generally bet- 
ter pleas'd, when I was at quiet without 'em. 

La. Grace, What induc'd you, then, to be with 
them? 

Man. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. 

La. Grace. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe ? 

Man. To ſpeak honeftly Yes being 
often in the Toyſhop, there was no forbearing the Baw- 
bles. 

La. Grace. And of courſe, I ſuppoſe, ſometimes you 
were tempted to pay for them, twice as much as they 
were worth, 

Man. Why really, where Fancy only makes the 
Choice, Madam, no wonder if we are generally bub- 
bled, in thoſe ſort of Bargains, which I — has 

Seel. 
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been often my Caſe: Fer Ih d © 1iſt .ntly ſome Co- 
quet, or other, upon my Hants, whom I could love 
perhaps juſt enough, to put it in her power to plague 
me. 

La. Grace. And that's a Power, I doubt, commonly 
made uſe of. 

Man. The Amours of a Coquet, Madam, ſeldom 
have any other View! I look upun Them, and Prudes, 
to be Nuſances, juſt alike; tho' they ſeem very diffe- 
ren:: The firſt are always plaguing the Men; and the 
other are always abuſing the Women. 

La. Grace. And yet both of them do it for the ſame 

vain Ends; to eſtabliſh a falſe Character of being Vir» 
tuous. 
Man, Of being Chaſte, they mean; for they know 
no other Virtue: and, upon the Credit of that, they 
traffick in every thing elſe, that's Vicious: They (even 
againſt Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they 
find, they have more power to do Miſchief with it, than 
they could poſſibly put in Practice without it. 

La. Grace, Hold! Mr. Manly: I am afraid this ſe- 
vere Opinion of the Sex, is owing to the ill Choice you 
have made of your Miſtreſſes. 

Man. In a great meaſure, it may be ſo: But, Ma- 
dam, if both theſe Characters are ſo odious ; how vaſtly 
valuable is that Woman, who bas attain'd all they aim 
at without the Aid of the Folly, or Vice of either: 

La. Grace. | believe thoſe fort of Women to be as 
{carce, Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any ſuch; 
5 that allowing ſuch bave Virtue enough to deſerve 
them. 

Man. That could deſerve them then = had 
been a more favourable Reflection! 

La. Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little Expe- 
rience: For (I'll be free with you, Mr. Manly) 1 don't 
know a Man, inthe World, that, in Appearance, might 
better pretend to a Woman of the firſt Merit, than 
your ſeif: And yet I have a Reaſon, in my Hand, 
here, to think you have your Failings. 

Max. 
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Man. 1 have infinite, Madam; but I am ſure, the 
want of an implicit Reſpe@ for you, is not among the 
Number pray what is in four Hand, Madam? 

La. Grace. Nay, Sir, I have no Title to it; for the 
Direction is to you. [Gives him a Letter. 

Man. To me! I don't remember the Hand 

[ Reads to himſelf. 

La. Grace. I can't perceive any change of Guile in 
him! and his Surprize ſeems Natural! [Aſide.] 
Give me leave to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. 
Manly; That 1 ſhould never have ſhewn you this, but 
that my Brother enjoyn'd me to it, 

Man. I take that to proceed from my Lord's good 
Opinion of me, Madam. 

La. Grace. I hope, at leaſt, it will ſtand as an Ex- 
cuſe for my taking this Liberty. 

Man, 1 never yet ſaw you do any thing, Madam, 
that wanted an Excuſe; and, I hope, you will not 
give me an Inſtance to the contrary, by refuſing the 
Favour I am going to ask you, 

La. Grace. I don't believe I ſhall refuſe any, that 
you think proper to ask. 

Man. Only this, Madam, to indulge me ſo far, as 
to let me know, how this Letter came into your 
Hands. 

La. Grace. Incloſed to me, in this, without a 
Name. | 

Man. If there be no Secret in the Contents, Ma- 
dain 

La. Grace. Why — there is an impertinent Inſi- 
nuation in it; But as I know your good Senſe will 
think it ſo too, 1 will venture to truſt you, 

Man. You oblige me, Madam. 

| He tales the other Letter, and reads. 

La. Grace. | Aſide.] Now am I in the oddeſt Situation! 
methinks our Converſation grows terribly Critical ! 
This muſt produce ſomething : + O lud! would 
it were over! | 

Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome Light in- 
to the poor Project, that is at the Bottom of all this. 

La, Grace. 


kr 
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La. Grace. I have no Notion of what could be pro- 


poſed by it. 

Man. A little Patience, Madam 
to the Inſinuation you mention — 

La. Grace. O! what is he going to ſay now! [ Aſide, 

Man. Tho' my Intimacy with my Lord may have 
allow'd my Viſits to have been very frequent here, of 
late: Yet, in ſuch a talking Town, as this, you muſt 
not wonder, if a great many of thoſe Viſits are plac'd 
to your Account: And this taken for granted, I ſup- 
poſe has been told to my Lady MWronghead, as a piece 
of News, ſince her Arrival, not improbably without 
many more imaginary Circumſtances. 

La. Grace. My Lady Wronghead ! 

Man. Ay, Madam, for 1 am poſitive this is her 
Hand! 

La. Grace, What View could ſhe have in writing it? 

Man. To interrupt ne Treaty of Marriage, ſhe may 
have heard I am engaged in: Becauſe if I die with- 
out Heirs, her Family expects that ſome part of my 
Eſtate may return to them again. But, I hope, ſhe 
is ſo far miſtaken, that if this Letter has given you the 
leaſt Uneaſineſs, — I ſhall think that the 1 Mo- 
ment of my Lite. 

La. Grace. That does not carry your uſual Com- 
plaiſance, Mr. Manly. 

Man. Yes, Madam, becauſe I am ſure 1 can con- 
vince you of my Innocence. 

La. Grace. I am ſuie I have no right to enquire 
into It, 

Man. Suppoſe you may not, Madam; yet you may 
very innocently have ſo much Curioſity. 

La, Grace, With what an artful Gentteneſs he ſteals in- 
tomy Opinion? [| Aſide.] Well, Sir, I won't pretend to 


Firſt, as 


have ſo little of the Woman, in me, as to want Curio- 


lity But pray, do you ſuppoſe then, this Myrtilla 
is a real, or a fictitious Name? 

Man, Now I recollect, Madam there is a youn 
Woman, in the Houle, where my Lady 2 
lodges, that I heard ſomebody call Myrtilla: This 

Letter 
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Letter may be written oy her — but how it came di- 
rected to me, | conteſs is a Myſtery; that before I 
ever piciume to ſee your Lady ſn p again, I think my 
ſelf oblig'd, in Honour, to find out. Going. 

La. Grace. Mr. Manly you are not going ? 

Man. "Tis but to the next Street, Madam; I ſhall be 
back in ten Minutes, 

La. Grace. Nay! but Dinner's juſt coming up. 

Man. Madam, I can neither eat, nor reſt, wif I ſee 
an end of this Affair! 

La. Grace. But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any lilly 
Curioſity of mine drive you away ? 

Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to he yours, Ma- 
dam; then it ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own Curioſi- 
ty —— Exit Manly. 

La. Grace, Well —— and now, what am I to 
think of all this? Or, ſuppoſe an indifferent Perſon had 
heard every Word we have ſaid to one another, what 
would They have thought on't? Would it have been 
very abſurd to conclude, he is ſeriouſly inclined to paſs 
the reſt of his Life with me? I hope not for 
I am ſure, the Caſe is terribly clear on my Side? 
and why _ not I, without Vanity, ſuppoſe my — 
unaccountable ſomewhat — has done as much Execu- 
tion upon him ? why --- becauſe he never told me 
ſo nay, he has not ſo much as mention'd the Word 
Love, or ever ſaid one civil thing to my Perſon —— 
well but he has ſaid a > as Ha to my good Opi- 
nion, and has certainly got it had he ſpoke firſt 
to my Perſon, he had paida very ill Compliment to my 
Underſtanding I ſhould have thought him Im- 

ertinent, and never hive troubled my Head about 
E. but as he has manag'd the matter, at leaſt I am 
ſure of one thing; that let his Thoughts be what they 
will, I ſhall never trouble my Head about any other 
Man, as long as I live. 
Enter Mrs, Truſty. 
Well, Mrs. Truſty, is my Siſter dreſs'd yet 

Truſiy. Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been court- 
ing her ſo, [ think, "ill they are both out of Humour. 

La. Grace. How lo ? Trufty, 


| 


court- 
1OUT. 


Trufty, 
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Truſty. Why, it begun, Madam, with his Lordſhip's 
deſiring her Lady ſhip to dine at home To-day— upon 
which my Lady ſaid ſhe could not be ready; upon 
that, my Lord order'd them to ſtay the Dinner, and 
then my Lady order'd the Coach; then my Lord took 
her ſhort, and ſaid, he had order'd the Coachman to 
ſet up: Then my Lady made him a great Curt'ſy, and 
ſaid, ſhe would wait *till his Lordthip's Horſes had 
din'd, and was mighty pleaſant : But * fear of the 
worſt, Madam, ſhe whiſper'd me — to get her Chair 


ready. Exit Truſty. 
La. Grace. Oh! here they come; and, by their Looks, 
ſeem a little unfit for Company. Exit La. Grace, 


Enter Lady Townly, Lord Townly following. 

La. Town. Well! look you, my Lord; I can bear it 
no longer! nothing ftill but about my Faults, my 
Faults ! an agreeable Subject truly! 

L. Town, Why, Madam, if you won't hear of them; 
how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them? 

La. Town, Why, I don't intend to mend them— I 
can't mend them — you know I have try'd to do it 
an bundred times, and—it hurts me ſo -I] can't 
bear it! 

L. Town, And I, Madam, can't bear this daily licen- 
tious Abuſe of your Time and Character. 

La. ſown, Abuſe! Aſtoniſhing ! when the Univerſe 
knows, I am never better Company, than when I ant 
doing what I have a mind to! But to ſee this World! 
that Men can never get over that filly Spirit of Con- 
tradition —— why but laſt Thxrſday now — there 
you Wiſely amended one of my Faults as you call them 
— you inſiſted upon my not going to the Maſquerade 
— and pray, what was the Conſequence! was not 1 as 
croſs as the Devil, all the Night after? was not IL 
forc'd to get Company at home? and was not it al- 
moſt three o' lock in the Morning, before 1 was able 
to come to my ſelf again? and then the Fault is nov 
mended neither —— for next time, I ſhall only have 
twice the Inclination to go: fo that all this mending, 
and mending, you ſee, is but dearning an old Ruffle, 
to make it worſe than it was before. 

Vor. II. P L. Town, 
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L. Town. Well, the manner of Women's living, of 
late, is inſupportable; and one way or other 
La. Town. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe! why ſo it 
may; but then, my dear Lord, you muſt give one 
Time and when Things are at worſt, you 

know, they may mend themſelves! ha! ha! 

L. Town. Madam, 1 am not in a Humour, now, to 
trifle. | 

La. Town. Why then, my Lord, one Word of fair 
Argument --- to talk with you, your ewn way now 
Tou complain of my late Hours, and 1 of your early 
ones --—- ſo far are we even, you'll allow but 

ray which gives us the beſt Figure, in the Eye of the 
Polite World? my active, ſpirited Three in the Morn- 
ing, or your dull, drowſy Eleven at Night? Now, I 
think, one has the Air of a Woman of Quality, and 
t'Other of a plodding Mechanick, that goes to Bed be- 
_ that he may riſe early, to open his Shop! — 
Faugh! | | 

2 Town, Fy, ty, Madam! is this your way of Rea- 
ſoning? 'tis time to wake you then - tis not your 
ill Hours alone, that diſturb me, but as often the ill 
Tompany, that occaſion thoſe ill Hours, 

La. Town. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my 
Lord; what ill Company do I keep ? 

L, Town, Why, at beſt, Women that loſe their Mo- 
ney, and Men that win it! Or, perhaps, Men that are 
1 Bubbles at one Game, in hopes a Lady will 

ive them fair play at another. Then that unavoida- 
ble mixture with known Rakes, conceal'd Thieves, and 
Sharpers in Embroidery —— — or what, to me, is 
ſtill more ſhocking, that Herd of familiar chattering 
crop-ear'd Coxcombs, who are ſo often like Monkeys, 
there would be no knowing them aſunder, but that 
their Tails hang from their Head, and the Monkey's 
grows where it ſhould do. 

La. Town, And a Husband muſt give eminent Proof 
of his Senſe, that thiaks their Powder-puffs dangerous. 

L. Town, Their being Fools, Madam, is not always 
the Husband's Security: Or if it were, Fortune, ſome- 


times, 
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times, gives them Advantages might make a thinking 

Woman tremble. 

La. Town, What do you mean! 

L. Town. That Women, ſometimes, loſe more than 
they are able to pay; and if a Creditor be a li tle preſ- 
ing, the Lady may be reduc'd, to try if inſtead of 
Gold, the Gentleman will accept of a Trinket, 

La. Town. My Lord, — grow ſcurrilous; you'll 
make me hate you. I'll have you to know, I keep 
Company with the politeſt People in Town, and the 
Aſſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch, 

L. Town, So are the Churches now and then. 

La. Town. My Friends frequent them too, as well 
as the Aſſemblies. 

L. Town, Yes, and would'do it oftner, if a Groom 
of the Chambers there were allow'd to furniſh Cards 
to the Company. 

La. Town, I {ee what you drive at all this while; 
you would lay an Imputation an my Fame, to cover 
your own Avarice! I might take any Pleaſures, I find, 
that were not expenſive. 

Z. Town, Have a Care, Madam; don't let me think 
you only value your Chaſtity, to make me reproach- 
able for not indulging you in every thing elſe, that's 
vicious — I, Madam, have a Reputation too, to guard, 
that's dear to me, as yours, The Follies of an. 
ungovern'd Wife may make the wiſeſt Man uneaſy; 
_ tis his own fault, if ever they make him contemp- 
tible. 

a Town, My Lord --- you would make a Woman 
mad! 

Z. Town. You'd make a Man a Fool. 

La. Town, If Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my Power. ; 

L. Town. Whatever may be in your Inclination, 
— * I'll prevent your making me a Beggar, at 
eaſt. | 

La. Town, A Beggar! Creſus? I'm out of Patience! 
I won't come home till four To-morrow Morning. 
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L. Town, That may be, Madam; but 1'll order the 
Doors to be lock'd at twelve. 

La. Town, Then 1 won't come home till To-mor- 
row Night. | 

L. Town, Then, Madam ; —— you ſhall never come 
home again. [Exit L. Town. 

La. Town. What does he mean! I never heard ſuch a 
Word from him in my Life before! the Man always 
us'd to have Manners in his worſt Humours! there's 
ſomething, that I don't ſee, at the Bottom of all this 
but his Head's always upon ſome impracticable 
Scheme or other, ſo I won't trouble mine any longer 
about him, Mr. Manly, your Servant, 

Enter Manly. 

Man. I ask Pardon for my Intruſion, Madam; but 
I hope my Buſineſs with my Lord will excuſe it, 

La. Town, | believe you'll find him in the next 
Room, Sir. | 

Man. Will you give me leave, Madam? 

La. Town, Sir —— you have my leave, tho' you 
were a Lady. 

Man. { Aſide.) What a well-bred Age do we live 
in? Exit Manly, 

Enter Lady Grace. 

La. Town. Ol my dear Lady Grace! how could you 
leave me ſo unmercifully alone all this while ? 

La. Grace. I thought my Lord had been with you. 

La. Town. Why yes--- and therefore I wanted your 
Relief; for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter here — 

La. Grace. Bleſs me! for what ? 

La. Town, Only our uſual Breakfaſt ; we have each 
of us had our Diſh of Matrimonial Comfort, this Morn- 
ing! we have been charming «pe or x 

La. Grace. I am mighty glad of it! ſure it muſt be a 
vaſt Happineſs, when a Man anda Wife can give them- 
ſelves the ſame Turn of Conyerſation ! 

La. Town, O! the prettieſt thing in the World! 

La. Grace. Now I ſhould be id, that where two 


People are every Day together ſo, they muſt often be 
iu want of ſometbing to talk upon. 
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La. Town, O my Dear, you are the moſt miſtaken 
in the World! married People have Things to talk of, 
Child, that never enter into the Imagination of others 
— Why, here's my Lord and I now, we have not 
been married above two ſhort Years, you know, and 
we have already eight or ten Things conſtantly in 
Bank, that whenever we want Company, we can take 
up any one of them for two Hours together, and the 
Subject never the flatter : nay, if we have occaſion for 
it, it will be as freſh next Day too, as it was the firſt 
Hour it entertained us, 

La. Grace, Certainly, that muſt be vaſtly pretty! 

La. Town O! there's no Life like it! why t'othe 
Day for Example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord 
and J, after a pretty cheerful z/re à tete Meal, ſat us 
down by the Fire-ſide, in an eaſy, indolent, pick-tooth 
Way, for about a Quarter of an Hour, as if we had 
not thought of one another's being in the Room —— 
at laſt, ſtretching himſelf, and yawning —— My Dear, 
ſays he— aw —— ou came home very late, laſt Night 
— *Twas but juſt turn'd of Two, ſays I [ was 
a- bed ---- aw —— by Eleven, ſays he; ſo you are every 
Night, ſays I —— Well, ſays be, I am amaz'd you 
can fit up ſo late How can you be amaz'd, ſays 
I, at a Thing that happens ſo often? — upon 
which we enter'd into a Converſation —— and tho” 
this is a Point has entertained us above fifty times al- 
ready, we always find ſo many pretty new Things to 
ſay upon it, that I believe, in my Soul, it will laſt as 
long as we live! 

La. Grace. But pray! in ſuch ſort of Family Dia- 
logues (tho* extremely well, for paſſing the Time) don't 
there, now and then, enter ſome little witty ſort of 
Bitterneſs ? 

La. Town. O yes! which does not do amiſs at all! 
A ſmart Repartee, with a Zeſt of Recrimination at the 


Head of it, makes the prettieſt Sherbet! Ay, ay! & 


we did not mix a little of the Acid with it, a matri- 
monial Society would be ſo luſcious, that nothing but 
an old liquoriſh Prude would be able to bear it. 
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La. Grace. Well certainly you have the moſt 
elegant Taſte 

La. Town, Tho' to tell you the Truth, my Dear, 1 
rather think we ſqueez'd a little too much Lemon in- 
to it, this Bout; for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that 
I think 1 almoſt told him, he was a Feol ---- and 
he agiin —— talk'd ſomething odly of ---- turning me 
out of Doors! 

La. Grace. O! have a Care of that! 

La. Town, Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my own 
wile Father for that 

La. Grace. How ſo? 

La. Town, Why —— when my good Lord firſt o- 
pen'd his honourable Trenches before me, my unac- 
countable Papa, in whoſe Hands I then was, gave me 
up at Niſcretion ! 

La. Grace. How do you mean? 

La, Town, He ſaid, the Wives of this Age were 
come to that paſs, that he would not deſire ev'n his 
own Daughter ſhould be truſted with Pin- money; ſo 
that my whole Train of ſeparate Inclinations are left 
entirely at the Mercy of a Husband's odd Humours. 

La. Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make a 
Woman of Spirit look about her! 

La. Town, Nay but to be ſerious, my Dear; what 
would you, really, have a Woman do in my Caſe? 


La. Grace. Why —— if 1 had as ſober a Husband 


as you have, I would make my ſelf the happieſt Wife 
in the World, by being as ſober as he. 

Za. Town.O! you wicked thing! how can youteize 
one at this rate? when you know he is ſo very ſober, 
that (except giving me ney] there is not one thing 
in the World he can do to pleaſe me! And I, at the 
ſame time, partly by Nature, and partly, perhaps, b 
keeping the beſt Company, do with my Soul love a 
moſt every thing he hates! I doat upon Aſſemblies! 
my Heart bounds, at a Ball; and at an Opera — I 
expire! then I love Play, to Diſtraction! Cards in- 
chant me! and Dice — put me out of my little Wits ! 

Dear ! 
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Dear! dear Hazard! oh! what a Flow of Spirits it 
gives one! Do you never play at Hazard, Child ? 

La, Grace. Oh! never! 1 don't think it fits well, 
upon Women: there's ſomething ſo Maſculine, ſo 
much the Air of a Rake, in it! you ſee how it makes 
the Men {wear and curſe! and whena Woman is thrown 
into the ſame Paſſion . why 

La. Town, That's very true! one is a little put to 
it, ſometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame Words to 
expreſs it. 

La. Grace. Wei! —— and, upon ill Luck: pray what 
Words are you really forc'd to make uſe of? 

La. Town, Why upon a very hard caſe, indeed, 
when a ſad wrong Word is riſing juſt to one's 
Tongue's End, I give a great Gulp and. (wal. 
low it, 

La. Grace. Well and is not that enough :© 
make you forſwear Play, as long as yon live: 

La. Town. O yes! I have forſworn it. 

La. Grace. Serioufly ? 

La. Town, Solemnly! a thouſand times; but the: 
one is conſtantly forſworn. 

La. Grace, And how can you anſwer that ? 

La. Town, My Dear, when we ſay, when we are 
Loſers, we look uponto be no more binding, than a 
Lover's Oath, or a great Man's Promiſe. t 1 beg 
Pardon, Child; I ſhould not lead you ſo far into the 
World; you are a Prude, and deſign to live ſoberly. 

La. Grace, Why, I confeſs my Nature and my E- 
ducation do, in a degree, incline me that * 

La. Town, Well! how a Woman of Spirit, (for 
you don't want that, Child) can dream of living ſo- 

erly, is to me inconceivable! for you will marry, L 
ſuppoſe! 

La. Grace. I can't tell but I may. 

La. Town, And won't live in Town? 

La, Grace, Half the Year, I ſhould like it very well. 

La. Town, My Stars ! and you would really live in 
London halt the Year, tobe fober in it? 

La. Grace. Why not? 
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La. Town. Why can't you as well go, and be ſober 
in the Country ? 

La. Grace. So I would ---- t'other half Year. 

La. Town, And pray, what comfortable Scheme of 
Life would you form now, for your Summer and 
Winter ſober Entertainments ? 

La. Grace, A Scheme, that I think might very well 
content us. 

La. Town, O! of all things let's hear it. 

La. Grace. Why, in Summer, I could paſs my lei- 
ſure Hours in Riding, in Reading, walking by a Canal, 
or fitting at the end of it under a great Tree; in dref- 
ſing, dining, chatting with an agreeable Friend, per- 
haps hearing a little Muſick, taking a Diſh of Tea, or 
a Game at Cards, — Managing my Family, look- 
ing into its Accounts, playing with my Children (if I 
had any) or in a thouſand other innocent Amuſements 
--- ſoberly! and poſlibly, by theſe means, I might in- 
duce my Husband to be as ſober as my ſelf. ---- 

La. TJoun. Well, my Dear, thou art an aſtoniſhing 
Creature! For ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian Noti- 
ons of Life have not been in any Head theſe thouſand 
Years ---- Under a great Tree! O'my Soul ---- But I 
beg we may have the ſober Town-ſcheme too for I 
am charm'd with the Country one! 

La. Grace, You ſhall, and 1'l] try to ſtick to my So- 
briety there too. | 

La. Town. Well, tho“ I am ſure it will give me the 
Vapours, I muſt hear it however. 

La. Grace. Why then, for fear of your fainting, Ma- 
dam, I will firſt ſo far come into the Faſhion, that I 
would never be dreſs'd out of it but till it ſnould 
be ſoberly. For 1 can't think it any Diſgrace, to a 
Woman of my private Fortune, not to wear her Lace 
as fine as the Wedding-fuit of a firſt Dutcheſs. Fho' 
there is one Extravagance I would venture to come 
up to! 

of 4 Town, Ay now for it --- 

La. Grace. I would every Day be as clean, as a Bride. 

La. Town, Why, the Men fay, that's a great Step 

| to 
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to be made one - Well now you are dreſt pray 
let's ſee to what Purpoſe ? 

Ta. Grace, I would viſit ---- that is, my real Friends; 
but as little for Form as poſſible. I would go to 
Court; ſometimes to an Aſſembly, nay play at Qua 
drille ----- ſoberly : I would ſee all the good Plays; 
and, (becauſe tis the Faſhion) now and then an Opera, 
but 1 would not Expire there, for fear I 
ſhould never go again: And laſtly, I can't ſay, but for 
Curioſity, if 1 liked my Company, I might be drawn 
in once to a Maſquerade! And this, 1 think, is as far 
as any Woman can go ſoberly. 

La. Town, Well! if it had not been for that laſt 
Piece of Sobriety, I was juſt going to call for ſome 
Surfeit-water. 

La. Grace, Why, don't you think, with the farther 
Aid of Breakfaſting, — taking the Air, Supping, 
Sleeping, not to ſay a word of Devotion, the four and 
twenty Hours might roll over in a tolerable Manner ? 

La. Town. Tolerable? Deplorable! Why, Child, all 
you propoſe, is but to Endure Life, now I want to 
Enjoy it, — 


Enter Mrs. Truſty. 

Tru/. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Chair is ready. 

La. Town, Have the Footmen their white Flambeaux 
yet? for laſt Night | was poiſon'd. 

Truſ. Yes, Madam; there were ſome come in this 
Morning, [Ex. Truſty. 

La. Town, My Dear, you will excuſe me; but you 
know my Time is ſo precious 

La. Grace. That I beg I may not hinder your leaſt 
Enjoyment of it. 

Za. Town, You will call me at Lady Reve!'s ? 

La. Grace. Certainly. 

La. Town, But I am fo afraid it will break into your 
Scheme, my Dear! | 

La. Grace, When it does, I will ---- ſoberly break 
from vou. | 

4 ſen, Why then, 'till we meet again, dear 

ich you all tolerable Happineſs. 
| & Fx. La. Town. 
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La. Grace, There ſhe goes — Daſh! into her Stream: 
of Pleaſures! Poor Woman! lhe is really a fine Crea- 
ture! and ſometimes infinitely agreeable! nay take her 
out of the Madneſs of this Town, rational in her No- 
tions, and eaſy to live with: But ſhe is ſo born down 
by this Torrent of Vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks eve- 
ry Hour of her Life is loſt that ſhe does not lead at 
the Head of it. What it will end in, 1 tremble to 
imagine! — Ha! my Brother, and Manly with him! 
1 gueſs what they have been talking of — I ſhall hear 
it in my turn, I ſuppoſe, but it won't become me to 
be inquiſitive. [Ex. La, Grace. 

Enter Lord Townly, and Manly. 

L. Town. I did not think my Lady Wronghead had 
ſuch a notable Brain: Tho' I can't ſay ſhe was ſo ver 
wile, in truſting this filly Girl you call Myrtilla, wit 
the Secret. 

Man. No my Lord, you miſtake-me; bad the Girl 
* = the Secret,. perhaps I. had never- come at it 
my ſelf, 

A Town, Why I thought you ſaid the Girl writ this 
Letter to you, and that my Lady Wronghead ſent it in- 
clos'd to my Sifter ? 

Man. If you pleaſe to give me leave, my Lord 
the Fact is thus ---- This inclos'd Letter to Lady Grace 
was a real Original one, written by this Girl, to the 
Count we have been talking of: The Count drops it, 
and my Lady Wrong head finds it: Then only changing 
the Cover, ſhe ſeals it up as a Letter of Buſineſs, juſt- 
written by her ſelf, to me: And pretending to be in 
a Hurry, gets this innocent Girl to write Dire cti- 
on, for her. 

L. Town, Oh! then the Girl did not know ſhe was 
ſuperſcribing a Billet-doux of her own, to you ? 

Man. No, my Lord ; for when | firſt queſtion'd her 
about the Direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: But 
when 1 ſhew'd her that the Letter to the Count was 
Within it, and told her how it came into my Hands, 
the poor Creature was amaz'd, and thought her- 
ſelf betray'd both by the Count and my Lady —— 


in 
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in ſhort upon this Diſcovery, the girl and I grew ſo gra- 
cious, that ſhe has let me into ſome Tranſactiens, in 
my Lady Wronghead's Family, which, with my having 
a careful Eye over them, may prevent the Ruin of it. 

L. Town. You are very generous to be ſo ſollicitous 
for a Lady, that has given you ſo much Uneaſineſs. 

Man. But I will be moſt unmercifully reveng'd of 
her: for 1 will do her the greateſt Friendſhip in the 
World againſt her Will, 

L. Town, What an uncommon Philoſophy art thou 
Maſter of? to make even thy Malice a Virtue! 

Man, Yet, my Lord, I aſſure you, there is no one 
Action of my Life gives me more Pleaſure, than your 
Approbation of it. 

L. Town, Dear Charles! my Heart's impatient, 'till 
theu art nearer to me: And as a Proof that I havelong. 
wiſht thee ſo: while your daily Conduct has choſen 
rather to deſerve, than ask my Siſter's Favour; I have 
been as ſecretly Iaduſtrious to make her ſenſible of 
your Merit: And ſince on this Occaſion you have o- 

en'd your whole Heart to me, 'tis now with equal. 
leaſure I aflure you, we have both ſucceeded 
ſhe is as firmly Yours ----- 

Man. Impoſſible! you flatter me! | 

Z. Tows, I'm glad you think it Flattery: but ſhe 
her ſelf ſhall prove it none: ſhe dines with us alone: 
when the Servaats are withdrawn, I'll open a Conver- 
fation, that ſhall excuſe my leaving you together — 
O! Charles! had I, like thee, been cautious in my 
_ what melancholy Hours had this Heart a- 
void d! 

Man. No more of that, I beg, my Lord —— 

L. Town, But 'twill, at leaſt, be ſome Relief to my 
Anxiety (however barren of Content the State has been 
to me) to ſee ſo near a Friend and Siſter happy, in it: 
Your Harmony of Life will be an Inftance how much 
the Choice of Temper is preferable to Beauty, 

While your ſoft Hours in mutual Kindneſs move, 

You'll reach, by Virtue, what I loſt by Love. 

[ Exeunt, 


1 
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SCENE Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 


- 


Enter Mrs. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla. 


Moth, CO, Niece! where is it poſſible you can have 
been theſe fix Hours? 

Myr. O Madam! I have ſuch a terrible Story to tell 

ou? 
: Moth. A Story! Ods my Life! What have you done 
with the Count's Note of five hundred Pound, I ſent 
you about? is it ſafe? is it good? is it Security? 

Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſafe: But for its Goodneſs — 
Mercy on us! I have been in a fair way to be hang'd 
about it! 

Moth. The dickens! has this Rogue of a Count play d 
us another Trick then? 

Myr. You ſhall hear, Madam; when I came to Mr. 


Caſh the Banker's, and ſhew'd him his Note for five 


hundred Pounds, payable to the Count, or Order, in 
two Months he look'd earneſtly upon it, and defir'd 
me to ſtep into the Inner Room, while he examin'd 
his Books — after I had ſtaid about ten Minutes, he 
came in to me ——— claps to the Door, and charges 
me with a Conſtable for Forgery. 
Moth. Ah! poor Soul! and how didſt thou get off? 
Myr. While I was ready to fink in this Condition, 
I beg'd him to have a little Patience, till I could ſend 
for Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a Gentleman of 
Worth and Honour, and who, I was ſure, would cen- 
Vince him, whatever Fraud might be in the Note, that 
I was my ſelf an innocent, abus'd Woman 
and as good Luck would have it, in leſs than half an 
Hour . Manly came - ſo, without — the 
atter, 
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Matter, I fairly rold him upon what Deſign the Count 
had lodg'd that Note in your Hands, and in ſhore, laid 
open the whole Scheme he had drawn us into, to make 
our Fortune. 

Moth, The Devil you did! 

Myr. Why how do you think it was poſſible, I could. 
any otherways make Mr. Manly my Friend, to help. 
me out of the Scrape I was in? To conclude, he ſoon. 
made Mr. Caſh eaſy, and ſent away the Conſtable ; 
nay farther he promis'd me, if 1 would truſt the 
Note in his Hands, he would take care it ſhould be. 
fully gow before it was due, and at the ſame time 
would give me an ample Revenge upon the Count; fo. 
that all you have now to conſider now, Madam, is, 
whether you think yourſelf ſafer in the Count's Hands, 
or Mr. Manly's ? 

Moth, Nay, nay, Child; there is no choice in the 
matter! Mr. Manly may be a Friend indeed, if any, 
thing in our Power can make him ſo. 

Myr. Well, Madam, and now pray, how ſtand Mat- 
ters at home here? What has the Count done with 
the Ladies ? | 

Moth, Why every thing he has a Mind to do, by this 
time, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high Favour with Miſs, 
as he-is with my Lady. 

Ayr. Pray, where ate the Ladies? 

Moth, Rattling abroad in their own Coach, and the 
well bred Count along with them:. They have been 
ſcouring all the Shops in Town over, 2 fine 
things and new Clothes, from Morning to Night: 
They have made one Voyage already, and have brought 
home ſuch a Cargo of Bawbles and Trumpery ——— 
Mercy on the poor Man that's to pay for them! 

Myr. Did not the young Squire go with them! 

Moth. No, no; Mils Gig, truly he would but diſ- 
grace their Party: ſo they even left him aſleep by the 
Kitchen Fire. 

Myr. Has not he asked after me all this while? For 
I had a ſpit of an Aſſignation with him N 

Moth. 
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Moth, © ves! he has been in a bitter Taking about 
it. A: laſt his Diſappointment grew ſo uneaſy, that 
he fairly fell a crying; ſo to quiet him, 1 ſent one of 
the Maids and John Moody abroad with him to ſhew 
him ——— the Lions, and the Monument, Ods 
me! there he is, juſt come home again —— you may 
have Buſineſs with him ſo l' even turn you 


together. 
Enter Squire Richard. 

Squ. Rich: Soah! ſoah! Mrs. Myrziila, wheere han 
yow been aw this Day, forſooth ? 

Myrt. Nay, if you go to that, Squire, where have 
you been, pray ? 

Squ. Rich. Why, when I fun' 'at yow were no loik- 
Iy to come whoam, I were ready to hong my Sel — 
ſo Fehn Moody, and I, and one o' your Laſſes have 
been knows where — —— a ſeeing 
o' Soights. 

Myr. Well and pray what have you ſeen, Sir? 

Squ. Rich, Fleſh! I cawnt tell, not I — — feen 
every thing I think. Firſt there we went o'top o the 
what d'ye call it? there, the greet huge ſtone Poſt, up 
the rawnd and rawnd Stairs, that twine and twine a- 
bout, juſt an as thof it were a Cork-Scrue, 

Myr. O, the Monument! well, and was not it a 
fine Sight, from the Top of it 

Squ. Rich. Sight, Miſs! I know no? I ſaw 
nowght but Smoak and brick Houſen, and Steepie 
Tops —-——=— then there was (uch a mortal Ting-tan 
of Bells, and Rumbling of Carts and Coaches, — 
then the Folks under one look'd ſo ſmill, and made 
ſuch a Hum, and a Buz, it put me in mind of my Mo- 
ther's great glaſs Bee-Hive, in our Garden in the Coun- 
try. 

1 6 I think, Maſter, you give a very good Account 
+ TR 

Squ. Rich. Ay! but I did no' like it: For my Head 
—— my Head —— began to turn —— ſo 1 trundled 
me dawn Stairs agen, like a round Trencher. 


- Myr. 
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Myr. Well! but this was not all you ſaw, I ſup- 
ſe? 
Squ. Rich. Noa! noa! we went after that, and ſaw 
the Lyons; and I liked them better by hawlf; they 
axe pure grim. Devils; hoh, hoh! 1 touke a Stick, 
and gave one of thein ſuch a Poke o' the Noaſe — — 


I believe he would ery, my Head off, an he could 
ha' got me. Hoh! hoh! hoh! 


Myr. Well, Maſter, when you and I go abroad, 
I'll ſhew you- prettier Sights than theſe —— there's a 
Maſquerade to-morrow. 

Squ. Rich. O Laud * they ſay that's a pure thing 

thoſe ſort of comical Mum- 
mers —— — and the Count tells me, that there Lads 
and Laſſes may jig their Tails, and eat, and drink, 
without grudging, all Night lung. 

Myr. What would you ſay now, it I ſhould get yon 
a Ticket, and go along with you? 

Squ. Rich. Ah dear! 

Myr. But have a Care, Squire, the fine Ladies there 
are terribly tempting ; look well to your Heart, or Ads 
me! they'll whip it up, in the Trip of a Minute. 

Squ. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt thoo —— ſoa let um 
look to themſelves, an' ony of um falls in love wich 
me ——— mayhap they had as good be quiet. 

Myr. Why ſure you would not refuſe a fine Lady, 
would you ? 


Squ, Rich. Ay, but I would tho' unleſs it were —— 
one at I know of. 


Myr. Oh! ho! then you have left your Heart in the 
Country, I find? 

Squ. Rich. Noa, noa, my Heart —— eh —— my 
Heart e'ent awt o' this Room. 

Myr..I am glad you have it about you, however. 

Squ. Rich, Nay, mayhap'not ſoa noather, ſomebody 
elſe may have it, at you little think of. 

Myr. I can't imagine what you mean! 


Squ. Rich, Noa! why doan't yow know how many 
Folks there is in this Room, naw ? 


Myr. 
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Myr. Very fine, Maſter, I ſee you have learne the 
Town Gallantry already. 

5qu. Rich, Why doan't you believe at I have a Kind- 
neſs for you then ? 

Myr, Fy! fy! Maſter, how you talk! beſide you are 
too young to think of a Wife. 

is Rich. Ay! but 1 caunt help thinking o“ yow, for 
all that. 

Myr. How! why ſure, Sir, you don't pretend to think 
of me in a diſhonourable way ? 

Squ. Rich, Nay, that's as yow ſee —— I did 
no' think 'at yow would ha' thowght of me for a Huſ- 
band, mayhap; unleſs I had Means, in my own Hands; 
and Feyther allows me but hawlf a Crown a Week, as 
yet a while. 

Myr. Oh! when I like any Body, tis not want of 
Money will make me refuſe them. 

Squ. Rich, Well, that's juſt my Mind now; for an 1 
like a Girl, Miſs, I would take her in her Smuck. 

Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a Man of Ho- 
nour : This ſhews ſomething of a true Heart in you, 

Sgu. Rich. Ay, and a true Heart you'll find me; 
try when you will, 

Myr. Huſh! huſh there's your Papa come home, and 
my Aunt with him. 

8 Squ. Rich, A Devil rive em, what do they come naw 

r? 

Myr. When you and I get to the Maſquerade, you 
ſhall ſee what I'll ſay to you. 

Squ. Rich. Well, Hands upon't then —— 

Myr. There 

Squ. Rich. One Buſs, and à Bargain. [ Kiſſes her.] 
Ads wauntlikins! as ſoft and plump as a Marrow-Pud- 
ding. [ Exeunt ſeverally, 

Enter Sir Francis Wronghead, and Mrs. Motherly, 

Sir Fran. What! my Wife and Daughter abroad, ſay 

ou ? 
r Moth. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all 
the Day long; they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort 
Dinner, and ſo went out again. 


Sir, 


the 
id. 
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Sir Fran, Well, well, II ſhan't ſtay Supper for em 
I can tell 'em that: For Ods-heart! I have had no- 
thing in me, but a Toaſt and Tankard, ſince Morn- 
ing. 

Seth, I am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Hours 
won't agree with you. 

Sir Fran. Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, .they don't do 
right with us Country Gentlemen; to loſe one Meal 
Out of three, is a hard Tax upon a good Stomach, 

Moth. It is ſo indeed, Sir. | 

Sir Fran, But, hawſomever, Mrs. Motherly, when we 
conſider, that what we ſuffer is for the Good of our 
Country —— 

Moth. Why truly, Sir, that is ſomethin 

Str Fran. Oh! there's a great deal to 4 ſaid for't 
the Good of ones Country is above all things 
——— A true-hearted Engliſhman thinks nothing too 
much for it —---- | have heard of ſome honeſt Gentle- 
men ſo very zealous, that for the Good of their Couh- 
try 885 they would ſometimes, go to Dinner at Mid- 
night. 

Beek. Oh! the Goodneſs of em! ſure their Coun- 
try muſt have a vaſt Eſteem for them? 

Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Motherly, they are ſo 
reſpected when they come home to their Boroughs, 
after a Seſſion, and ſo beloy'd ——— that their Coun- 
try 8 come and Dine with them every Day in the 
Week, 

Moth, Dear me! What a fine thing tis to be ſo po- 
pulous ! 

Sir Fran. It is a great Comfort, indeed! and I can 
aflure you you are a good ſenſible Woman, Mrs. Mo- 


_ therly. 


Moth, O dear Sir, your Honour's pleaſed to Com- 
pliment. 
Sir Fran. No, no, I ſee you know how to value Peo- 
le of Conſequence. 
Moth. Good lack! here's Company, Sit; will you 


give me leave to get you a little ſomething till che 


Ladies come home, Sir: 
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Sir Fran. Why troth, I don't think it would be a- 
miſs, 

Moth. It ſhall be done in a Moment, Sir. {[Ex. 

Enter Manly. 

Man, Sir Francis, your Servant. 

Sir Fran. Couſin Manly / 

, Man, I am come to ſee how the Family goes on 
ere, 

Sir Fran, Troth! all as buſy as Bees; I have been 
upon the Wing ever fince Eight a-Clock this Morn- 
ing. 

* By your early Hour, then, I ſuppoſe you 
have been making your Court to ſome of the Great 
Men. 

Sir Fran. Why, Faith! you have hit it, Sir 
J was advis'd to loſe no Time: So I e'en went ſtrait 
forward, to one great Man 1 had never feen in my 
Life before, 

Man. Right! that was doing Buſineſs : But who had 
you got to introduce you ? 

Sir Fran, Why, no Body 
beard a wiſe Man ſay 
troth! I introduc'd my Self, 

Man. As how, pray? 

Sir Fran, Why, thus —— Look ye — Pleaſe your 
Lordſhip, ſays 1, I am Sir Francis Wronghead of Bum- 
per-Hai:, and Member of Parliament for the Borough 
of Guzzic!;:v2 —— Sir, your humble Servant, ſays 
my Lord, hof I have not the Honour to know your 
Perſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt Gentle- 
man, and I am glad your Borough has made choice of 
ſo worthy a Repreſentative; and ſo, ſays he, Sir 
Francis, have vou any Service to command me? Naw, 
Couſin! thoſ |.{t Words, you may be ſure gave me 
no ſmall Encouragement And thot 1 know, Sir, you 
have no extraordin«ry Opinion of my Parts, yet, I be- 
heve, you won't ſay I miſt it naw! | 

Man. Well, I hope 1 hall have no Cauſe. 

Sir Fran. So when I found him ſo courteous ——— 
My Lord, ſay: !, I did not think to ha*troubled your 
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Lordſhip with Buſineſs upon my firſt Viſit: but ſince 
your Lordſhip is pleas'd not to ſtand upon Ceremony 
—— why truly, ſays I, 1 think naw is as good as ano- 
ther Time. 

Man. Right! there you puſh'd him home. 

Sir. Fran, Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him ſee that 
J was none of your mealy-mouth'd Ones. 


Man. Very good! 
Sir Fran. So, in ſhort my Lord, fays I, I have 4 
good Eſtate — but a it's a little awt 


at Elbows; and as I deſire to ſerve my King, as well 
as my Country, I ſhall be very willing to accept of a 
Place at Court. 

Man, So, this was making ſhort Work on't. 

Sir Fran. I'cod! I ſhot him flying, Couſin : Some 
of your Hawlf-witted Ones naw, would ha' humm'd 
and haw'd, and dangled a Month or two after him, 
before they durſt open their Mouths about a Place, 
and mayhap, not ha' got it at laſt neither 

Man. Oh! I'm glad you're ſo ſure on't 

Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, Couſin — Sir Francis, 
fays my Lord, pray what fort of a Place may you 
ba' turn'd your Thowghts upon? My Lord, ſays 1, 
Beggars muſt not be Chuſers; but ony Place, fays 1, 
about a thouſand a Year, will be well enough to be 
doing with 'till ſomething better falls in = for I 
thowght it would not look well to ſtond haggling with 
him at firſt, 

Man, No, no, your Buſineſs was to get Footing any 
way. 

Sir Fran. Right! there's it! ah Couſin, I ſee you 
know the World! 

Man. Yes, yes, one ſees more of it every Day —— 
well! but what faid my Lord to all this ? . 
Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to 
ſerve you any way, that lies in my Power; ſo he gave 
me a N by the Hond, as much as to ſay, Give 
your ſelf no Trouble — I'll do your Buſineſs ; with 
that he turn'd him abawt to ſome-body, with a 8 

our' 
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lour'd Ribon a-croſs here, that look'd in my Thowgths, 
as if he came for a Place too. 

Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe Hopes, you are to make 
your Fortune! 

Sir Fran, Why, do you think there's ony Doubt of 
it, Sir? | 

Man. Oh no, I haye not the leaſt Doubt about it 
— for juſt as you have done, I made my Fortune ten 
Years ago. | | 

Sir Fran. Why, I never knew you had a Place, 
Couſin. 

Man. Nor I neither, upon my Faith, Couſin. But 
you, perhaps, may have better Fortune: For | ſuppoſe 
my Lord has heard of what Importance you were in 
the Debate To-day You have been ſince down at 
the Houſe, I preſume! 

Sir Fran. O yes! I would not neglect the Houſe, for 
ever ſo much. 

Man. Well! and pray what have they done there“ 

Sir Fran, Why, troth! I can't well tell you, what 
they have done, but I can tell you what I did: and I 
think pretty well in the main; only I happen'd to make 
a little Miſtake at laſt, indeed. 

Man. How was that? 

Sir Fran. Why, they were all got there, into a ſort 
of a puzzling Debate. about the Good of the Nation 
and I were 2'w2 that, you know but in 


mort ihe 10 e {o !2ng-winded o*'both ſides, 
that, wanngs well underſtand 'um: Haw- 
e 4, and ſo refolv'd to vote right, 
accoroin o Conſcience ſo, when they came 
te as they call it, — I don't know 
oY V4. - --- »utT doubt | cry'd Ay! when I ſhould 


den How came that about? 
8 Why, by a Miſtake, as I tell you 


fr-+ + vwasa good-humaur'd ſortof a Gentleman, one 
Mr -:»erſide | think they call him, that fat next me, 
as oon as I had cry'd Ay! gives me a hearty ſhake by 
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the Hand! Sir, ſays. he, you are a Man of Honour, 
and a true Engliſhman! and | ſhould be proud to be 
better acquainted with you and ſo with that, he 
takes me by the Sleeve, along with the Crowd, into 
the Lobby ---- ſo, I knew nowght ---- but Ods-fleſh ! 
I was got o' th' wrung ſide the Poſt ----- for I were told, 
afterwards, 1 ſhould have ſtaid where I was. 

Man. And ſo, if you had not quite made your For- 
tune before, you have clenched it now! <---- Ah! thou 
Head of the Wrongheads / { Aſide. 

Sir Fran, Odſo! here's my Lady ceme home at laſt 
---- 1 hope, Couſin, you will be fo kind, as to take a 
Family Supper with us? 

Man. Another time, Sir Francis; but to-night, Iam 
engiged, 


Enter Lady Wronghead, Miſs Jenny, and 
Count Baſſet. 


La. Wrong. Couſin! your Servant; I hope you will 
pardon my Rudeneſs: 5 
a continual Hurry here, that we have not had a lei- 
ſure Moment to return your laſt Viſit. | 

Man. O Madam! I am a Man of no Ceremony; 


you ſee That has not hinder'd my coming again. 


La. Wrong. You are infinitely obliging : but I'll re- 


deem my Credit with you. 


Man. At your own time, Madam, 

C. Baſ. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, Madam; if 
making People eaſy is the Rule of Guod-Breeding, he 
is certainly the beſt-bred Man in the World, 

Man. Soh! I am not to drop my Acquaistance, I 
find ----I am afraid, Sir, I ſhall grow yain upon your 
good Opinion. 

C. Baſ. 1 don't know that, Sir; but Iam ſure, what 
you are pleaſed to ſay, makes me ſo. 

Man. The moſt impudent Modeſty that ever I met 
with. [Aſide. 

La. Wrong. Lard! how ready his Wit is? [| Aſide. 


Sir 


ut we have really been in ſuch 
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Sir Fran. Don't you think, Sir, the Count's 
a very fine Gentleman ? 

Man. Ol among the Ladies, certainly. 

Sir Fran, And yet he's as ſtoutasa Lion: 

Waund, he'll ſtorm any =; Þ Apart. 
Man, Will he ſo? Why then, Sir, take 
care of your Citadel, | 

Sir Fran, Ah! you are a Wag, Couſin. 

Man, I hope, Ladies, the Town Air continues to 
agree with you? ; 

Jenny. O! perfectiy well, Sir! We have been a- 
broad in our new Coach all Day long ---- and we have 
bought an Ocean of fine Things. And To-morrow 
we go to the Maſquerade! and on Friday to the Play! 
and on Saturday to the Opera! and on Sunday, we are 
to be at the what-d'ye-call it---- Aſſembly, and ſee the 
Ladies play at Quadrille, and Picquet, and Ombre, and 
Hazard, and Baſſet! And on Monday, we are to ſee the 
King! and ſo on Tueſday ----- 

La. Wrong. Hold, hold, Miſs! you muſt not let your 
Tongue run ſo faſt, Child you forget! you 
know I brought you hither to learn Modeſty. 

Man. Yes, yes! and ſhe is improv'd with a Ven- 
geance [ Aſide. 

Jenny. Lawrd! Mama, I am ſure 1 did not ſay any 
Harm! and if one muſt not ſpeak in ones Turn, one 
_y be kept under as long as one lives, for ought I 
ee. 

La. Wrong. O' my Conſcience, this Girl grows ſo 
Headftrong ---- | 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, there's your fine growing Spirit 
for you! Now tack it dawn, an* you can, 
enny. All I ſaid, Papa, was only to entertain my 
Couſin Manly. 
Man. My pretty Dear, I am mightily oblig'd to 


ou. 
, Jenny. Look you there now, Madam. 
La. Wrong. Hold your Tengen, I fay. 

giowting.] 1 declare it, I 

won't 


Jenny. [Turuing away and 
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won't bear it: She is always a ſnubbing me before you, 
Sir! --- I know why ſhe does it, well enough — 
[4 fide to the Count. 

C. Baſ. Huſh! huſh, my Dear! don't be uneaſy at 
that! ſhe'll ſuſpect us. Aſide. 

Jenny. Let her ſuſpect, what do I care — I don't 
know, but I have as much Reaſon to ſuſpeR, as ſhe 
--- tho* perhaps I'm not ſo fraid of her. 

C. Baſ. | Aſide.) Vgad, if I don't keep a tight Hand 
on my Tit, here, ſhe'll run away with my Project be- 
fore I can bring it to bear, 

La. Wrong. © aſide.) Perpetually hangin on him! 
The young Harlot is certainly in love wich im; but 
I muſt not let them ſee I think ſo — and yet I can't 
bear it Upon my Life, Count, you'll ſpoil that for- 
ward Girl — you ſhould not encourage her ſo. 

C. Baſ. Pardon me, Madam, I was only adviſing - 
her to obſerve what your Ladyſhip ſaid to her. | 

Man. Yes, truly her Obſervations have been ſome- 
thing particular. [ Aſide, 

C. Baſ. In one Word, Madam, ſhe has a? 
Jealouſy of your Ladyſhip, and I am forc'd 
to encourage her, to blind it: "twill be bet- 
tet to take no notice of her Behaviour to me. 

La. Wrong. You are right, I will be more 
cautious. Apart; 

C. Ba/. To-morrow at the Maſquerade, we 
may loſe her. | 

La. Wrong. We ſhall be obſerv'd, I'll fend 
you a Note, and ſettle that Affair — go 
on with the Girl, and don't mind me, J 
: C. 800 1 have been taking your Part, my little 

ngel. 

| 4 Wrong. Jenny! come hither, Child — you 
muſt not be ſo haſty, my Dear —— I only adviſe 
you for your good. 

Joony Yes Mama; but when I am told of a thing 


before Company, it always makes me worſe, you 
know. ; 
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Man. If I have any Skill in the fair Sex; Miſs, and 
her Mama, have only quarrel'd, becauſe they are both 
ofa Mind. This facetious Count ſeems to have made 
a very genteel Step into the Family. Aſide. 


Enter Myrtilla, Manly talks apart with her. 
La. Wrong, Well, Sir — and wha News have 
ou brought us, from Weſtminſter, to-day ? 

L Str — News, Madam ? I'cod! I have fome — 
and ſuch as does not come, every day, I can tell you 
— 2 word in your Ear ——— [| have got a 
Promiſe of a Place at Court of a thouſand Pawnd a 
Year, already. 

La. Wrong. Have you ſo, Sir? And pray who may 
you thank for it? Now! who's in the Right? Is not 
this better, than throwing ſo much away, after a ſtink- 
ing Pack of Fox-hounds, in the Country? Now your 
Family may be the better for it! 

Sir Fran. Nay! that's what perſuaded me to come 
up, my Dove. | | 
La. Wrong, Mighty well — come — let me 

have another hundred Pound then, 

Sir Fran, Another! Child? Waunds! you have had 


one hundred this Morning, pray what's become of 


that, my Dear? 

La. Wrong. What's become of it? why I'll ſhew you, 
my Love! Jenny! have you the Bills about you? 

Fenny, Yes, Mama. 

La. Wrong. What's become of it? why laid out, my 
Dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forced to bor- 
row of the Count here. 

Jenny. Yes, indeed, Papa, and that would hardly 
do neither There's th Account. 

Sir Fran, ¶ Turning over the Bills.] Let's ſee! let's ſee! 
What the Devil have we got here? 

Man. Then you have ſounded your Aunt) 

you ſay, and ſhe readily comes into all I pro- 
pos'd to you? 

Myr. Sir, I'll anſwer with my Life, ſhe 

is 
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is moſt thankfully yours in every Article: ſhe | 
mightily deſires to ſee you, Sir. 

Man. | am going home, directly: bring > Apart. 
her to my Houſe in half an hour; and if ſhe 
makes good what you tell me, you fhall both 
find your Account in it. 


Myr. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. 


Sir Fran, Ods-life! Madam, here's nothin bet Toys 
and Trinkets, and Fans, and Clock-Stockings, by 
wholeſale. 

La. Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, an 
for your Credit, Sir Francis Nay you foo, I am 
ſo good a Houſewife, that in Neceſlaries for my ſelf, 
I — ſcarce laid out a Shilling, 

Sir Fran, No, by my troth, ſo it ſeems; for the 
devil o' one thing's here, that I can ſee you have any 
occaſion for! | 

La. Wrong. My Dear! do you think I came hither 
to live out of the Faſhion ? why the greateſt Diſtincti- 
on of a fine Lady in this Town is in the variety of 
pretty Things that ſhe has no Occaſion for. 

enny. Sure Papa, could you imagine, that Women 
of Quality wanted nothing but Stays and Petticoats? 

La. Wrong, Now, that is ſo like him! 

Man. So! the Family comes on finely. [ Aſides. 

La. Wrong. Lard! it Men were always to govern, 
what Dowdys would they reduce their Wives to? 

Sir Francis. An hundred Pound in the Morning, and 
want another afore Night! Waunds and Fire! the 
Lord Mayor of London could not hold it at this rate! 


Man. O! do you feel it, Sir? Aſide. 


La. Wrong. My Dear, you ſeem uneaſy; let me have 
the hundred Pounds, and compoſe your ſelf. 

Sir Fran, Compole the Devil, Madam! why do you 
conſider what a hundred Pound a Day comes to in a 
Year? 

La. Wrong, My Life, it I account with you from 
one day to another, that's really all that my Head is 
able to bear at a time — But I tell you what 1 
n 2 > con- 
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conſider — I conſider, that my Advice has got you 
a thouſand Pound a Year this Morning — _— That, 
now, methinks you might conſider, Sir. 

Sir Fran. A thouſand a Year! Waunds, Madam, 
but I have not touch'd a Penny of it yet! 

Man. Nor never will, I'll anſwer for him, [ Aſide, 

Enter Squire Richard. 

Squ. Rich. Feyther, and you doan't come quickly, 

the Meat will be coal'd; an l'd fain pick a bit with 
ou. 

8 La. Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis! you are not going 

to Sup by your ſelf! 

Sir Fran, No, but I'm going to dine by my ſelf, 
and that's pretty near the Matter, Madam. 

La. Wrong, Had not you as good ftay a little, my 
Dear? we ſhall all eat in half an Hour; and 1 was 
thinking to ask my Couſin Manly to take a family 
Morſel, with us. 

Sir Frax. Nay, for my Couſin's good Company, I 
don't care if I ride a day's Journey, without Baiting.. 

Man. By no means, Sir Francis, I am going upon 
a little Buſineſs. 

Sir Fran, Well, Sir, 1 know you don't loye Com- 
pliments. | 

Man. You'll excuſe me, Madam 

La, Wrong. Since you have Buſineſs, Sir 


[Exit Manly, 


Enter Mrs, Motherly, 


O, Mrs. Motherly! you were ſaying this Morning, you 
can't 1 ſee it 
Now ? { £:r Francis ſtares. 

Meih. Why, really Madam, I had made a ſort of a 
Promiſe, to let the Counteſs of Nicely have the firſt 
Sight of it, for the Eirth day : But your Ladyſhip — 


had ſome very fine Lace to ſhow me 


La. Wrong, O! I die, if 1 don't ſee it before her. 
Sau. Rich, Woan't you goa, Feyther ? 


Sir Fran. Waunds! Lad, 1 ſhall ha' noa Apart. 


S;omach at this Rate! 


Aoth. 
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Moth, Well, Madam, though 1 ſay it, tis the ſweet- 
eſt Pattern that ever came over and for fineneſs 
—— no Cobweb comes up to it! 

Sir Fran. Ods Guts, and Gizard, Madam! Lace as 
fine as a Cobweb! why, what the Devil's that to coſt 
now ? 

F Moth, Nay, if Sir Francis does not like of it, Ma- 
am 

La. Wrong. He likeit! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he is not 
to wear it. | 
. Sir Fran. Fleſh, Madam, but I ſuppoſe I am to pay 

or it! 

La. Wrong, No doubt on't! Think of your thouſand 
a Year, and who got it you, go! eat your Dinner, 
and be thankful, go. [ Driving him to the Door, |] Come, 
Mrs. Mot herly, 

[Exit La. Wronghead with Mrs, Motherly. 

Sir Fran, Very fine! ſo here I mun faſt, till I am 
almoſt famiſh'd for the Good of my Country; while 
Madam is laying me out an hundred Pound a-day in 
Lace, as fine as a Cobweb, for the Honour of my Fa- 
mily! Ods-fleſh! things had need go well, at this rate! 

Squ. Rich, Nay, nay come Feyther. 

(Ex. Sir Fran. 


Enter Mrs. Motherly. 

Moth. Madam, my Lady deſires you and the Count 
will pleaſe to come and aſſiſt her Fancy, in ſome of 
the new Laces. 

C. Da/. We'll wait upon het ——_ 

[Ex. Mrs. Moth. 

Jenny. So! I told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't 
bear to leave us together, 

C. Baſ. No matter, my Dear: You know ſhe has 
ask'd me to ſtay Supper: fo, when your Papa and ſhe are 
a-bed, Mrs. Myrtilla will let me into the Houſe again; 
then you may ſteal into her Chamber, and we'll have 
a pretty Sneaker of Punch together. 

Myr. Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me any 


thing. 
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Jenny. Well! that will be pure! 

C. Baſ. But you had beſt go to her alone, my Liſe: 
it will look better if I come after you, 

Jenny. Ay, ſo it will: and to-morrow, you know | 
at the Maſquerade, And then! hey! Ch, Pl 
have a Husband ! ay, Marry, &c. [Ex. ſenging. 

Myr. So Sir! am not I very commode to you ? 

C. Baſ. Well, Child! and don't you find your Ac- 
count in it? Did not I tell you we might till be of uſe. 
to one another ? | 

Myr. Well, but how ſtands your Aﬀaic with Miſs, 
in the main ? 

C. Baſ. O ſhe's mad for the Maſquerade! it drives 
like a Nail, we want nothing now but a Parſon, to 
clinch it, Did not your Aunt ſay ſhe could get oneat 
a ſhort Warning ? 

Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Townly's Chaplain is her 
Couſin you know; he'll do your Buſineſs and mine, 
at the ſame time. 

0 C. Baſ. O! it's true! but where ſhall we appoint : 
im ? 

Myr. Why you know my Lady Townly's Houſe is 
always open to the Maſques upon a Ball-night, before 
they go to the Hay-Market. 

C. Baſ. Good, 

Myr. Now the Doctor propoſes, we ſhould all come 
thither in our Habits, and when the Rooms are full, 
we may ſteal up into his Chamber, he ſays, and there 
crack ———— he'll give us all a Canonical 
Commiſkon to go to bed together. 

C. Baſ. Admirable! Well, the Devil fetch me, if 
1 ſhall not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, 
Child. 

Myr. And may the Black Gentleman tuck me under 
his Arm at the ſame time, if I ſhall not think my ſelf | 
oblig'd to you, as long as 1 live. 

C. Ba/. One Kiſs, for old Acquaintance ſake 
I'gad 1 ſhall want to be buſy again! 
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Myr. O you'll have one ſhortly that will find you 

Employment: But I muſt run to my Squire. 
C. Eaſ. And I to the Ladies ———— ſo your hum- 

ble Servant, ſweet Mrs, Wronghead. 

| Myr. Yours, as in Duty bound, moſt noble Count 
F aſſet, [Exit Myr. 
C. Baſ. Why ay! Count! That Title has been of 
ſome uſe to me indeed! not that I have any more Pre- 
tence to it, than I have to a blue Ribband. Yet, [ 
have made a pretty conſiderable Figure in Life with it: 
J have loll'd in my own Chariot, dealt at Aſſemblies, 
din'd with Ambaſſadors, and made one at Quadrille 
with the firſt Women of Quality 
Tempera mutantur —— ſince that damn'd Squadron at 
Ii/hite's have left me out of their laſt Secret, I am re- 
duc'd to trade upon my own Stock of Induſtry, and 
make my laſt Puſh upon a Wife: If my Card comes 
up right (which I think can't fail) I ſhall once more 
| cut a Figure, and cock my Hat in the Face of the beſt 
. of them! For ſince our modern Men ot Fortune are 


| grown wile enough to be Sharpers; I think Sharpers 
| are Fools, that don't take up the Airs of Men of Qua- 
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SCENE Lord Townly's Houſe. 


Enter Manly and Lady Graee, 


MANLY. 


HERE's ſomething, Madam, hangs upon your 
Mind, To-day : Is it unfit to truſt me with it? 

La. Grace, Since you will know — my Siſter then 
— unhappy Woman! 

Man. What of her? 

La. Grace. 1 fear, is on the Brink of Ruin! 

Alan. I am ſorry for it — what has happen'd ? 

Ls. Grace. Nothing ſo very New! but the continual 
Repetition of it, at laſt has rais'd my Brother to an 
Intemperance, that I tremble at. 

Man. Have they had any Words upon it? 

La. Grace. He has not ſeen her ſince Yeſterday, 

Man. What! not at home all Night! 

La. Grace. About five this Morning, in ſhe came! 
but with ſuch Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of Misfor- 
zunes at her Heels ------ what can become of her ? 

Man, Has not my Lord ſeen her, ſay you? 

La. Grace. No! he chang'd his Bed laſt Night 
lat with him alone till twelve, in Expectation of her: 
But when the Clock ſtruck, he ſtarted from his Chair, 
and grew incens'd to that degree, that had I not, al- 
moſt on my Knees, diſſuaded him, he had order'd the 
Doors, that Inſtant, to have been locked againſt her! 

Man. How terrible is his Situation? when the moſt 
juſtifiable Severities he can uſe againſt her, are liable to 
be the Mirth of all the diſſolute Card-Tables in Town! 

La. 


Ir 


al 


Journey to LoN DON. 367 


La Grace. Fis that, I know has made him bear ſo 
long : But you, that feel for him, Mr. Manly, will 
aſſiſt him to ſupport his Honour, and if paſſible, pre- 
ſerve his Quiet! therefore I beg you don't leave the 
Houſe, till One, or Both of them can be wrought to 
better Temper. 

Man. How amiable is this Concern, in you? 

La. Grace. For Heaven's ſake don't mind me, but 
think of ſomething to preſerve us all. 

Man. I ſhall not take the Merit of obeying your 
Commands, Madam, to ſerve my Lord — —— but 
pon HR, let me into all that has paſt, ſince yeſter 

Light. 

La. Grace, When my Intreaties had prevail'd upon 
my Lord, not to make a Story for the Town, by ſo 
publick a Violence, as ſhutting her at once out of his 
Doors ; he order'd the next Apartment to my Lady's; 
to be made ready for him — while that was doing — 
I rtry'd by all the little Arts I was Miſtreſs of, to amuſe 
him into Temper; in ſhort, a ſilent Grief was all I 
coul reduce him to on this, we took our Leaves, 
and parted to our Repeſe: What his was, I imagine 
by my on: For I ne'er clos'd my Eyes. About five, 
as I told you, I heard my Lady at the Door; fo I lipe 
ona Gown, and ſat almoſt an Hour with her, in her 
own Chamber. 

Man. What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my 
Lord there ? 

La. Grace. O! ſo far from being ſhock'd, or alarm'd 
at it; that ſhe bleſt the Occaſion! and (:id, that in hee 
Condition, the Chat of a Femaie Friend was far prefe- 
rable to the beſt Husband's Company in the World. 

Man, Where has ſhe Spirits to ſupport :o much In- 
ſenſibility ? 

La. Grace. Nay ! 'tis incredible! for thouab ſhe has 
loſt every Shilling ſhe had in the World, and it. er 'd 
her Credit ev'n to breaking; ſhe rallied hee own Fa- 
lies with ſuch Vivacity, and painted the Penn. «-. ſhe 
knows ſhe muft undergo for them, in ſuch ridic 
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Lights, that had not my Concern for a Brother been 
too ſtrong for her Wit, ſhe had almoſt diſarm'd my 
Anger. 

Man. Her Mind may have another Caſt by this 
time: The moſt flagrant Diſpoſitions have their Hours 
of Anguiſhz which their Pride conceals from Compa- 
ny : But pray, Madam, bow could ſhe avoid coming 
down to dine? 

La. Grace. O! ſhe took care of that, before ſhe went 
to bed; by ordering her Woman, whenever ſhe was 
ask's for, to ſay, ſhe was not well. 

Man, You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I pre- 
ſume ? 

La. Grace. Up! I queſtion whether ſhe be awake yet. 

Man, Terrible! what a Figure does ſhe make now! 
That Nature mould throw away ſo much Beauty upon 
a Creature, to make ſuch a flatternly Uſe of it! 

La. Grace, O fy! there is not a more elegant Beauty 
in Town, when ſhe's dreſt. 

Man. In my Eye, Madam, ſhe that's early dreſt, 
has ten times her Elegance. 

La. Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe: 
for I think I ſee her Chocolate going up — Mrs. Truſty 
--—— a hem! 

Mrs. Truſty comes to the Door, 

Man. [ Aſide.) Five a Clock in the Afternoon, for 
a Lady of Quality's Breakfaſt, is an elegant Hour in- 
deed! which to ſhew her more polite way of living 
too, I preſume ſhe eats in her Bed. 

La. Grace. [To Mrs. Truſty.] And when ſhe is up, 
I would be glad ſhe would let me come to her Toilet 
That's all Mrs. Truſty. : 

Truſly, 1 will be ſure to let her Ladyſhip know, 
Madam. [Ex. Mrs. Truſty, 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir Francis Wronghead, Sir, deſires to ſpeak 
With you. 

Man. He comes unſeaſonably —— what ſhall 1 do 
with him? 


La. Grace, 
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La. Grace. O ſee him by all means, we ſhall have 
time enough; in the mean while 1˙7 * in, and have 
an Eye upon my Brother. Nay, nay, don't mind me 
— you have Buſineſs 

Man, You mult be obey d 

[ Retreating While Lady Grace goes ont, 
Deſire Sir Francis to walk in, [Ex. Servant, 
I ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe Worlhip begins to find, 
that the Balance of his Journey to London is on the 
wrong fide, 


Enter Sir Francis. 
Sir Francis, your Servant; how came I by the Favour 
of this extraordinary Viſit ? 

Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin! 

Man, Why that ſorrowful Face, Man? 

Sir Fran. I have no Friend alive but you 

Man. I am ſorry for that —— but what's the 
Matter ? 

Sir Fran. 1 have plaid the Fool by this Journey, I 
ſee now — for my bitter Wife — — 

Man. What of her: 

Sir Fran. Is playing the Devil! 

Man. Why truly, that's a Part that moſt of your fine 
Ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 

Sir Fran, It I am a living Man, Couſin, ſhe has 
made away with above two hundred and fifty Pcund, 
ſince yeſterday Morning! 

Man. Hah! 1 ſee a good Houſewife will do a great 
deal of work in a little time. | 

Sir Fran. Work do they call it? Fine work indeed! 

Man. Well! but how do you mean, made away with 
it? What, ſhe has laid it out, may be but I ſup-. 
poſe you have an Account of it, 

Sir Fran. Yes, yes, I have had the Account, in- 
deed; but I mun needs ſay, it's a very ſorry one. 

Man. Pray let's hear. 

Sir Fran, Why, firſt, I let her have an hundred and 
fifty, to get things handſom about her, to let the World 
ſee that F was Some-body ! and I thought that Sum 
was very genteel. 
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Man, Indeed I think ſo; and, in the Country, might 
have ſerv'd her a Twelve- month. 2 

Sir Fran. Why ſo it might but here in this 
fine Tawn, forſooth! it could not get through four 
and twenty hours — for, in half that time, it was 
all ſquander'd away in Bawbles, and new-faſhion'd 
Trumpery. : 

Man. O! for Ladies in London, Sir Francis, all this 
might be neceſſary. : 

S:r Fran. Noa! theere's the Plague on't! the Devil 
o' one uſeful Thing do I ſee for it, Gor two pair of lac'd 
Shoes, and thoſe ſtond me in three Paund three Shillings 
a Pair too. | : 

Man, Dear Sir! this is nothing! Why we have City 
Wives here, that, while their good Man is ſelling three 
Penny-worth of Sugar, will give you twenty Pound for 
a ſhort Apron, 

Sir Fran, Mercy on us! What a mortal poor Devil 
is a Husband! 

Man. Well, but I hope, you have nothing elſe to 
complain of? 


sir Fran, Ah! would I could ſay ſo too — but there's. 


another hundred behind yet, that goes more to my 
Heart, than all that went before it. 

Man. And how might that be diſpoſed of? 
Sir Fran. Troth, I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you. 

Man. Out with it. 

Sir. Fran, Why ſhe has been at an Aſſembly. 

Man. What ſince I ſaw you! I thought you had all 
Supt at home laſt Night ? 

Sir Fran. Why fo we did —— and all as merry as 
Grigs I'cod! my Heart was ſo open, that I 
toſs'd another hundred into her Apron, to go out early 
this Morning with ———— But the Cloth was no 
ſooner taken away, than in comes my Lady Townly 
here (— who Letween you and I mum! has had 
the Devil to pay yonder ) with another rantipol 


Dame of Quality, and out they muſt have her, they 
Ris, to introduce her at my Lady Noble's Ny for- 
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ſooth - few Words, you may be ſure, made the 
Bargain — ſo, bawnce ! and away they drive as if the. 
Devil had got into the Coach-box ſo about four or 
five in the Morning home comes Madam, with 
her Eyes a Foot deep in her Head and m 
poor hundred Pound left behind her at the Hazard- 
Table. 

Man. All loſt at Dice! 

Sir Fran, Every Shilling among Aa Parcel of 
Pig-tail Puppies, and Pale-fac'd Women of Quality. 

Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, after 
you found her ſo ill an Houſe-wife of one Sum, ſo 
ſoon to truſt her with another ? 

Sir Fran. Why, truly, I mun ſay that was partly 
my own fault: for if I hid not been a Blab of my 
1 ue, I believe that laſt hundred might have been 
av'd. 

Man. How ſo? 

Sir Fran. Why, like an Owl, as I was, out of good- 
will, forſooth, partly to keep her in Humour, I muſt 
needs tell her of the thouſand Pound a Year, I had juſt 
got the Promiſe of I'cod! ſhe lays her Claws 
upon it that moment ſaid it was all owing to her 
Advice, and truly ſhe would have her Share on't. 

Man. What, 4 4 you had it your ſelf? 

Sir Fran, Why ay! that's what I told her —— My 
Dear, ſaid I, mayhap I mayn't receiye the firſt Quar- 
ter on't this half Year, 

Man. Sir Francis, 1 have heard you, with a great 
deal of Patience, and I really feel Compaſſion for 

ou. 
# Sir Fran. Truly, and well you may, Couſin, for I 
don't ſee that my Wife's Goodnels is a bit the better, 
for bringing to London. 

Man. If youremember, I gave you a Hint of it. 

Sir Fran. Why, ay, it's true you did ſo: But the De- 
vil himſelf could not have believ'd ſhe would have rid 
Poſt to him. 

Man, Sir if you ſtay but a Fortnight in this Town, 

you 
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ou will every Day ſee hundreds as faſt upon the Gal. 
oy, as ſhe is, 

Sir Fran. Ah? this London is a baſe Place indeed 
waunds, if things ſhould happen to go wrong with me 
at Weſtminſter, at this rate, how the Devil ſhall I keep 
out of a Jay]? 

Man. Why truly, there ſeems to me but one way to 
a void it, 

4 Sir Fran. Ah! would you could tell me that, Cou- 

n. 

Man, The way lies plain before you, Sir; the ſame 
Road that brought you hither will carry you ſafe home 
again. 

1 Fran. Ods-fleſh! Couſin, what! and leave a 
thouſand Pound a Year behind me ? 

Man. Pooh! pooh! leave any thing behind you, 
but your Family, and you are a Saver by it. 

Sir Fran, Ay, but conlider, Couſin, what a ſcuryy 
Figure ſhall I make in the Country, if I come dawn 
withawt it! | 

Man. You will make a much more lamentable Fi- 
gure in a Jay}, without it, 

Sir Fran, May hap 'at yow have no great Opinion 
of it then, Couſin ? 

Man, Sir Francis, to do you the Service of a real 
Friend, I muſt ſpeak very plainly to you: you don't 
yet ſee half the Ruin that's before you! 

Sir Fran. Good-lack! how may yow mean, Couſin ? 

Man. In one Word, your whole Affairs ſtand thus 
— [na Week, you will loſe your Seat, at Weſftmin- 
fer: In a Fortnight, my Lady will run you into a Jay], 
by keeping the beſt Company In four and: 
twenty Hours, your Daughter will run away with a 
Sharper, becauſe ſhe has not been uſed to better Com- 
pany: And your Son will ſteal into Marriage with a 
caſt Miſtreſs, becauſe he has not been uſed to any Com- 
pany at all, 

Sir Fran. I'th' name o' goodneſs why ſhould you 
think all this? 


Man. ; 
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Man, Becauſe I have Proof of it; in ſhort, I know 
fo much of their Secrets, that if all this is not prevented 
to-night, it will be out of your Power to do it, to- 
morrow morning. 

Sir Fran. Mercy upon us! you frighten me 
Well, Sir, I will be goyern'd by yow : But what am 
I to do in this Caſe? 

Man, I have not time here to give you proper In- 
ſtructions: but about eight this Ev'ning, VII call at 
your Lodgings; and there you ſhall have full Convic- 
tion, how much I have it at Heart, to ſerve you. 

| Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Man, I'll wait upon him. 

Sir Fran, Well then, I'll go ſtraight home, naw. 

Man. At eight depend upon me. 

Sir Fran. Ah dear Couſin! I ſhall be bound to you 
as long as I live, Mercy deliver us! what a terrible 
Journey have I made on't! [ Exeunt ſeverally, 


_—_— — 


The SCEN E opens to a Dreſſing-room. Lady 
Townly, as juſt up, walks to her Toilet, lean- 
ing on Mrs. I ruſty. 


Truſty. Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Lady- 
ſhip ſo out of order! 

La. Town. How is it poſſible to be well, where one 
is kill'd for want of Sleep? 

Truſly, Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung, 
Madam, I was in hopes your Lady ſhip had been fine- 
ly compos'd. 

La. Town, Compos'd! why I have lam in an Inn 
here! this Houſe is worſe than an Inn with ten Stage- 
coaches! What between my Lord's impertinent People 
of Buſineſs in a Morning, and the intolerable thick 
Shoes of Footmen at Noon, one has not a wink all 


Night, 
2 Truſty. 
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Truſty. Indeed, Madam, it's a great pity, my Lord 
can't be perſuaded into the Hours of People of Qua- 
lity Though 1 muſt ſay that, Madam, your 
Ladyſhip is certainly the beſt Matrimonial Manager, 
in Town. 

La. Town, Oh! you are quite miſtaken, Truſty / I 
manage very ill! for, notwithſtanding all the Power 
I have, by never being over-fond of my Lord— yet 
I want Money infinitely oftner than. he is willing to 
give it me. 

Truſty. Ah! if his Lordſhip could but be broughe 
to play himſelf, Madam, then he might feel what it is 
to want Money. 

La. Town, Oh! don't talk of it! do you know that 
I am undone, Truſty ? 

Truſty. Mercy forbid, Madam! 

La. Town, Broke! ruin'd! plunder'd ! — ſtripp'd, 
even to a Confiſcation of my laſt Guinea. 

Truſty. You don't tell me ſo, Madam! 

La. Town. And where to raiſe ten Pound in the 
World — what is to be done, Truſty ? 

Truſty. Truly, I wiſh 1 were wiſe enough to tell 
you, Madam: but may be your Lady ſhip may have a 
run of better Fortune, upon ſome of the good Com- 
pany that comes here to- night. 

La. Town, But I have not a ſingle Guinea, to try 
my Fortune! 

Truſty, Ha! that's a bad Buſineſs indeed, Madam 
— Adad! I have a Thought in my Head, Madam, if 
it is not too late 


La. Town. Out with it quickly then, I beſeech thee ! 


Truſty. Has not the Steward ſomething of fifty 
Pound, Madam, that you left in his hands, to pay 
fomebody about this time ? 

La. Town. O! ay! I had forgot — 'twas to —a— 
what's his filthy Name? 

Truſty. Now I remember, Madam, 'twas to Mr. Lute- 
firing your old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip turn'd off, 
about a. Year ago, becauſe he would truſt you no 
longer. | 

La. Town, 
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La. Town, The very Wretch! if he has not paid it, 
run quickly, Dear Truſiy, and bid him bring it. hither 
immediately [Exit Truſty.] Well! ſure mortal 
Woman never had ſuch Fortune ! Fiye ! Five, and 
Nine, againſt poor Seven for ever! — No! after 
that horrid Bar of my Chance, that Lady Wronghead's 
fatal red Fiſt upon the Table, I ſaw it was impoſlible, 
ever, to win another Stake Sit up all Night! 
loſe all one's Money! dream of winning Thouſands! 
wake without a Shilling ! and Then — how like a Hag 
I look! In ſhort the Pleaſures of Life, are not 
worth this Diſorder! If it were not for Shame now, I 
could almoſt think, Lady Grace's ſober Scheme not 
quite ſo ridiculous —— If my wiſe Lord could but 
hold his Tongue for a Week, 'tis odds, but I ſhould 
hate the Town in a Fortnight ——> But I will not 
be driven out of it, that's poſitive ! 

[Truſty returns, 

Truſty. O Madam! there is no bearing it! Mr, 
Luteſtring was juſt let in at the Door, as I came to 
the Stair-Foot; and the Steward is now actually pay- 
ing him the Money in the Hall. 

La. Town. Run to the Stair-caſe Head, agafn ------. 
and ſcream to him, that I muſt ſpeak with bim this 
Inſtant. [Truſty runs out, and ſpeaks. 

Truſly. Mr. Poundage a hem! Mr. 
Poundage, a word with you quickly ! 

Pound, (within. I'll come to you pre- 


ſently. 
Truſty. Preſently won't do, Man, you! 
muſt come this Minute. P Without, 


Pound, I am but juſt paying a little 
Money, here. 
Truſty. Cods my Life! paying Money ? is 
the Man diſtracted? Come here I tell you, 
io my Lady, this Moment, quick! 3 
[ Truſty returns. 
L. Town, Will the Monſter come o n 


Truſiy. 
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Truſty. Yes, I hear him now, Madam, he is hobling 
up, as faſt as he can. 

La. Town. Don't let him come in — for he will keep 
ſuch a babbling about his Accounts, — my Brain is 
not able to bear him. 

[Poundage comes to the Door with a Meney-bag in 

his Hand. 

Truſty, O! it's well you are come, Sir! where's 
the fifty Pound? 

Pound. Why here it is; if you had not been in fuch 
haſta, I ſhould have paid it by this time — the Man's 
now writing a Receipt, below, for it. 

Truſty. No matter! my Lady ſays, you muſt not pay 
him with that Money, there is not enough, it ſeems; 
there's a Piſtole, and a Guinea, that is not good, in it 
— beſides there is a miſtake in the Account too — 
[ Twitching the Bag from him.] But ſhe is not at lei- 
jure to examine it now; ſo you muſt bid Mr, What- 
d'ye-call-um call another time, 

La. Town, What is all that Noiſe there ? 

Pound, Why and it pleaſe your Ladyſhip 

La. Town, Pr'ythee! don't plague me now, but do 
as you were order'd, 

Found, Nay what your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam— 

[Exit Poundage. 

Truſty. There they are, Madam — | Pours the Money 
out of the Bag.] The pretty Things — were ſo near 
falling into a niſty Tradeſman's hands, I proteſt it 
made me tremble for them— I fanſy your Ladyſhip 
had as goad give me that bad Guinea, for luck's ſake 
thank you, Madam. [ Takes a Guinea, 

La. Town, Why, I did not bid you take it. 

Truſty. No, but your Ladyſhip look'd as if you were 
juſt going to bid me, and ſo I was willing to fave you 
the trouble of ſpeaking, Madam. 

La. Town. Well! thou haſt deſerv'd it, and fo, for 
once — but hark! don't I hear the Man making a 
noife yonder? Though I think now we may compound 
tor a little of his ill Humour— 

Truſty, 
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Truſty. 1'll liſten. 

La. Town, Pr'ythee do. [Truſty goes to the Door. 

Truſty. Ay! they are at it, Madam — he's in a bitter 
Paſſion, with poor Poundage — bleſs me! I believe 
he'll beat him — mercy on us! how the Wretch 
ſwears! 

La. Town, And a ſober Citizen too! that's a ſhame ! 

Truſty. Ha! I think all's ſilent, of a ſudden — 
miy be the Porter has knock'd him down— I ſtep 
and ſee ——— [Exit Truſty, 

La. Town, Thoſe Trades-people are the trouble- 
ſomeſt Creatures! no Words will ſatisfy them! 

[ Truſty returns, 

Truſty. O Madam! undone! undone! My Lord has 
juſt bolted out upon the Man, and is hearing all his piti- 
ful Story over — if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to come hi- 
ther, you may hear him your ſelf! 

La. Town, No matter: it will come round preſent- 
ly : I ſhall have it all from my Lord; without loſing a 
word by the way, I'll warrant you. 

Truſty. O lud! Madam! here's my Lord juſt coming 
in. 

La. Town. Do you get out of the way then. [Exit 
Truſty.] I am afraid I want Spirits ! but he will ſoon 
give 'em me. 

Enter Lord Townly. 

L. Town, How comes it, Madam, that a Tradeſman 
dares be clamorous, in my Houſe, for Money due to 
him, from you? 

La. Town, You don't expect, my Lord, that I ſhould 
anſwer for other Peoples Impertinence! 

I, Town, I expect, Madam, you ſhould anſwer for 
your own Extravagances, that are the Occaſion of it 
— I thought 1 had given you Money three Months 
ago, to ſatisfy all theſe ſort of People! 

La. Town. Yes, but you ſee they never are to be 
ſatisfied. 

L. Town, Nor am I, Madam, longer to be abus'd 
thus! what's become of the laſt five hundred I gave 


you ? 


La, Town. 
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La. Town, Gone. | 
L. Town, Gone! what way, Midam ? 
La. Town. Half the Town over, I believe by this 
time. 

L. Town. *Tis well! 1 fee Ruin will make no Im- 
preſſion, *cll it falls upon You, 

La. Town. In ſhore, my Lord, if Money is always 
the Subject of our Converſation, I ſhall make you no 
Anſwer, 

L. Town, Madam, Madam! 1 will be heard, and 
make you anſwer, 

La. Town, Make me! then I muſt tell you, my Lord, 
this is a Language I have not been us'd to, and 1 
won't bear it. 

L. Town, Come! come, Madam, you ſhall bear a 
great deal more, before I part with you. 


La. Town, My Lord, if you inſult me, you will have 


as much to bear, on your fide, I can aſſure you. 

L. Town, Pooh! your Spirit grows ridiculous — 
you have neither Honour, Worth, or Innocence, to 
ſupport it! 

La. Town. You'll find, at leaſt, I have Reſentment ! 
and do you look well to the Provocation ! 

L. Town, After thoſe you have given me, Madam, 
"tis almoſt Infamous to talk with you. 

La. Town, I ſcorn your Imputation, and your Me- 
naces! The Narrowneſs of your Heart's your Monitor ! 
'tis there! there, my Lord, you are wounded; you 
have leſs to complain of than many Husbands of an 
equal Rank to you. 

L. Town, Death, Madam! do you preſume upon 
your Corporal Merit! that your Perſon's leſs tainted, 
than your: Mind! is it there! there alone an honeſt 
Husband can be injur'd ? Have you not every other 
Vice that can debaſe your Birth, or ſtain the Heart of 
Woman? Is not your Health, your Beauty, Husbard, 
Fortune, Family diſclaim'd, for Nights conſum'd in 
Riot and Extravagance ? The Wanton does no more; 
if ſhe conceals her Shame, does leſs: And ſure the Diſ- 
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_ avow'd, as ſorely wrongs my Honour, and my 
uiet. 

La. Town, I ſee, my Lord, what ſort of Wife might 
pleaſe you. 

L. Town, Ungrateful Woman! could you have ſeen 
yourſelf, you in your ſelf had ſeen her----.1 am amaz'd 
our Legiſlature has left no Precedent of a Divorce for 
this more viſible Injury, this Adultery of the Mind, 
as well as that of the Perſon! when a Woman's whole 
Heart is alienated to Pleaſures I hade no Share in, what 
is't to me, whether a black Ace, or a powder'd Cox- 
comb has Poſſeſſion of it ? 

La. Town, If you have not found it yet, my Lord, 
this is not the way to get Poſſeſſion of mine, depend 
upon it, | 

L. Town. That, Madam, I have long deſpair'd of; 
and ſince our Happineſs cannot be mutual, tis fit, that 
with our Hearts, our Perſons too ſhould ſeparate .----- 
This Houſe you ſleep no more in ! Tho' your Con- 
tent might groſly feed upon the Diſhonour of a Hus- 
band, yer my Deſires would ſtarve upon the Features 
of a Wife, 

La. Town, Your Stile, my Lord, is much of the 
ſame Delicacy with your Sentiments of Honour. 

L. Town, Madam, Madam ! this is no time for Com- 
pliments I have done with you, 

La. Town. If we had never met, my Lord, I had 
not broke my Heart for it! but have a Care! I may 
not, perhaps, be fo eaſily recall'd as you imagine. 

L. Town, Recall'd! ----- Who's there! | Enter a Ser- 
vint.] Defire my Siſter and Mr, Manly to walk up. 

La. Town, My Lord, vou my proceed as you 
pleaſe, but pray what indiſcretions have I commitred, 
that are not daily practisd by a hundred other Wo- 
men of Quality ? 

L. Town. 'Tis not the Number of ill Wives, Ma- 
dam, that makes the Patience of a Husband leſs con- 
temptible: and tho' a bad one may be the beſt Man's 
Lot, yet he'll make a better figure in the World, that 

keeps. 
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keeps his Misfortunes Out of Doors, than he that 


tamely keeps them Within. 

La. Town. I don't know what Figure you may 
make, my Lord, but I ſhall have no Reaſon to be 
aſham'd of mine, in whatever Company I may meet 
ou. 

f L. Town, Be ſparing of your Spirit, Madam, you'll 
need it to ſupport you. 

Enter Lady Grace, and Manly, 
Mr. Manly, I have an Act of Friendſhip to beg of you, 
which wants more Apologies, than Words can make 
for it. 

Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that I may 
have the greater Merit in obliging you. 

L. Town. Siſter, I have the ſame Excuſe to intreat 
of you too. 

La. Grace, To your Requeſt, I beg, my Lord, 

L. Town, Thus then —— as you both were pre- 
ſent at my ill-conſider'd Marriage, I now deſire you 
each will be a Witneſs of my determin'd Separation, 
— I know, Sir, your Good-nature, and my Siſter's, 
muſt be ſhock'd at the Office I impoſe on you! Bur, 
as I don't ask your Juſtification of my Cauſe; ſo [ 
hope you are conſcious — that an ill Woman can't 
reproach you, if you are ſilent, upon her fide, 

Man. My Lord, I never thought, till now, it could 
be difficult to oblige you. 

La. Grace. | Aſide.) Heavens] how I tremble! 

L. Town, For you, my Lady Townly, I need not 
here repeat the Provocations of my parting with you 
the World, 1 fear, is too well inform'd of 
them — For the good Lord, your dead Father's 
ſake, I will till ſupport you, as his Daughter —— 
As the Lord Townly's Wite, you have had every thing 
a fond Husband could beſtow, and (to our mutual 
Shame I ſpeak it) more than happy Wives deſire ----- 
But thoſe Indulgencies muſt end! State, Equipage. and 
Splendor, but ill become the Vices that miſuſe em 
——— —— The decent Neceſſaries of Life ſhall be ſup- 
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ply'd but not one Article to Luxury! Not 
even the Coach, that waits to carry you from hence, 
mall you ever uſe again! Your tender Aunt, my La- 
dy Lovemore, with Tears, this Morning, has conſented 
to receive you; where if Time, and your Condition 
brings you to a due Reflection, your Allowance ſhall 
be increas'd gut, if you ſtill are laviſh of your 
little, or pine for paſt licentious Pleaſures, that little 
ſhall be leſs! nor will 1 call that Soul my Friend, that 
names you in my Hearing! 

La. Grace. My Heart bleeds for her! [ Afrde. 

L. Town. O Manly! look there! turn back thy 
Thoughts with me, and witneſs to my growing Love! 
there was a time when I beliey'd that Form incapa- 
ble of Vice, or of Decay! There I propoſed the Part- 
ner of an eaſy Home! There! I, for ever, hoped to 
find a cheerful Companion, an agreeable Intimate, a 
faithful Friend, a uſeful Help-mate, and a tender Mo- 
ther But oh! how bitter now the Diſappoint- 
ment! 

Man. The World is different in its Senſe of Hap- 
pineſs: Offended as you are, I know you will ſtill be 
"iſt. 

L. Town, Fear me not. | 
Man. This laſt Reproach, I ſee, has ſtruck her. 
9 
L. Town, No, let me not (though 1 this Moment 
caſt her from my Heart for ever) let me not urge her 
Puniſhment beyond her Crimes — 1 know the World 
is fond of any Tale that feeds its appetite of Scandal: 
And as I am conſcious, Severi'ies of this kind ſeldom 
fail of Imputations too groſs to mention, 1 here, be- 
fore you both, acquit her of the leaſt Suſpicion rais'd 
againſt the Honour of my Bed, Therefore, when a- 
broad her Conduct may be queſtion'd, do her Fame that 
Juſtice, 

La. Town, O Siſter! [ Turns to La, Grace weeping. 

L. Town, When Jam ſpokenof, where without Fa- 
your this Action may he canvaſs'd, relate but half my 

Pro- 
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Provocations, and give me up to Cenſure, [Going. 

La. Town. Support me! ſave me! hide me from the 
World! Falls on Lady Grace's Neck, 

L. Town. | Returning.) — I had forgot me 
You have no Share in my Reſentment, therefore, as 
you have liv'd in Friendſhip with her, Your Parting 
may admit of gentler Terms, than ſuit the Honour of 
an injur'd Husband. [ Cffers to go out. 

Man. (Interpoſing.] My Lord, you muſt not, ſhall 
not leave her thus! One Moment's Stay can do your 
Cauſe no wrong ! If Looks can ſpeak the Anguilh of 
the Heart, I'll anſwer with my Life, there's ſome- 
ching labouring in her Mind, that would you bear the 
heating, might deſerve it. 

L. Town, Conſider! ſince we no more can meet; 
preſs not my Staying, to inſult her. 

La. Town. Yet ſtay, my Lord the little I would 
ſay, will not deſerve an Inſult; and Undeſery'd, I 
know your Nature gives it not. But as you've called 
in Friends, to witneſs your Reſentment, let them be 
equal Hearers of my laſt Reply. 

L. Town, I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam — be 
it ſo, 

La. Town, My Lord, you ever have complain'd, I 
wanted Love; but as you kindly have allowed I ne- 
ver gave it to another; ſo when you hear the Story 
of my Heart, though you may fl complain, you 
will not wonder at my Coldneſs. 

La. Grace, This promiſes a Reyerſe of Temper. 

[ Apart. 

Man. This, my Lord, you are concern'd to hear ! 

IL. Town. Proceed, I am attentive, 

La. Town, Before I was your Bride, my Lord, the 
flattering World had talk'd me into Beauty; which, 
at my Glaſs, my youthful Vanity confirm'd: Wild 
with that Fame, I thought Mankind my Slaves, 1 tri- 
umph'd over Hearts, while all my Pleaſure was their 
Pain: Yet was my own ſo equally inſenſible to all, 
. that when a Father's firm Commands enjoyn'd me to 
make 
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make choice of One; I even there declined the Liber- 
ty be gave, and to his own Election yielded up my 
Youth his tender Care, my Lord, directed him 
to You Our Hands were joined! but ſtill my 
Heart was wedded to its Folly! My only Joy was 
Power, Command, Society, Profuſeneſs, and to lead 
in Pleaſures! The Husband's Right to Rule, I thought 
a vulgar Law, which only the Deform'd, or Meant — 
ſpirited obey'd! I knew no Directors, but my Paſtt 
ons; no Maſter, but my Will! Even you, my Lord, 
ſome time o'ercome by Love, were pleas'd with my 
Delights; nor, then, foreſaw this mad Miſuſe of your 
— — And, though I call my ſelf Ungrate- 
ful, while | own it, yet, as a Truth, it cannot be de- 
ny'd -— That kind Indulgence has undone me! 
it added Strength to my habitual Failings, and in a 
Heart thus warm, in wild unthinking Life, no wonder 
if the gentler Senſe of Love was loſt. 

L. Town, O Manly ! where has this Crea- 
ture's Heart been buried ? 

Man. If yet recoverable — How vaſt a 
Treaſure ? 

La. Town. What I have ſaid, my Lord, is not m 
Excuſe, but my Confeſſhon! my Errors (give em, if 
you pleaſe, a harder Name) cannot be defended! No! 
W hat's in its Nature Wrong, no Words can Palliate, 
no Plea can Alter! What then remains in my Condi- 
tion, but Reſignation to your Pleaſure? Time only 
can convince you of my future Conduct: Therefore, 
"till I have liv'd an Object of Forgiveneſs, 1 dare not 
hope for Pardon The Penance of a lonely con- 
trite Life were little to the Innocent; but to have de- 
ſerv'd this Separation, will ſtrow perpetual Thorns up- 
on my Pillow. | | 

La. Grace. O happy, heavenly Hearing ! 

La. Town Siſter, Farewel! | Kiſſing her.] Your Vir- 
tue needs no Warning from the Shame that falls on 
me: But when you think I have aton'd my Follies 
wy —— perſuade your injur'd Brather to forgive 

em. 


Apart, 


L. Town, 
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L. Town, No, Madam! Your Errors thus renounc'd, 
this Inſtant are forgotten! So deep, ſo due a Senſe of 
them, has made you, what my utmoſt Wiſhes form'd, 
and all my Heart has ſigh'd for. 

La. Town, | Turning to Lady Grace,] How odious 
does this Goodneſs make me! 

La. Grace, How amiable your thinking ſo? 

” I. Town. 7 Friends, that paſs through 
eaſy Voyages of Life, receive but common Gladneſs 
in their Meeting: But from a Shipwreck ſav'd, we 
mingle Tears with our Embraces! 

[ Embracing Lady Townly. 

La. Town, What Words! what Love! what Duty 
can repay ſuch Obligations ? 

L. Town, Preſerye but this Deſire to pleaſe, your 
Power is endleſs! 

La. Town. Oh! ———— till this Moment, never did 
I know, my Lord, I had a Heart to give you! 

L. Town, By Heav'n! this yielding Hand, when firſt 
it gave you to my Wiſhes, preſented not a Treaſure 
more defirable! O Manly! Siſter! as you have often 
ſhar'd in my Diſquiet, partake of my Felicity! my 
new-born Joy! ſee here the Bride of my Deſires! 
This may be called my Wedding-day ! 

La. Grace, Siſter! (for now methinks that Name is 
dearer to my Heart than ever) let me congratulate the 
Happineſs that opens to you. 

Man. 1 long, and mutual may it flow 

L. Town, To make our Happineſs compleat, my Dear, 
join here with me to give a Hand, that amply will re- 
pay the Obligation. 

La. Town, Siſter! a Day like this 

La. Grace, Admits of no Excuſe againſt the | ny 


Joy. Gives her Hand to anly. 
Man. A Joy like mine deſpairs of Words to 
ſpeak it. | 
IL. Town. O Manly! how the Name of Friend en- 
dears the Brother ! [Embracing him. 


Man, Your Words, my Lord, will warm me, to de- 
ſerye them. 


Enter 


L 2 
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Enter à Servant. 

Serv. My Lord, the Apartments are full of Maſque- 
raders And ſome People of Quality there de- 
ſire to ſee your Lordſhip, and my Lady. 

La. Town, I thought, my Lord, your Orders had 
forbid this Revelling ? 

L. Town. No, my Dear, Manly has deſir'd their Ad- 
mittance to-night, it ſeems upon a particular Occaſion 
— Say we will wait upon them inſtantly, 

| [ Exit Servant. 

La. Town, I ſhall be but ill Company to them. 

Z. Town, No matter: not to ſee them. would ona 
ſudden be too particular. Lady Grace will aſſiſt you. 
to entertain them. | 

La. Town, With her, my Lord, I ſhall be always 
eaſy —— Siſter, to your unerring Virtue, Inow com- 
mit the Guidance of my future Days | 


Never the Paths of Pleaſure more to tread, 

But where your gua.Jed Innocence ſhall lead. 
For in the martie State, the World muſt own, 
Divided Happineſs was never known. 
To make it mutual, Nature points the Way : 

Let Husbands goyern: Gentle Wives obey, Exe. 


— 


The SCENE opening to another Apartment, diſ- 
covers à great Number of People in Maſquerade 
talking all together, and playing upon one another: 
Lady Wronghead as a Shepherdeſi; Jenny, as a 
Nun; the Squire as a running Footman; and the 
Count in a Domino. After ſome time, Lord 
and Lady Townly, with Lady Grace, enter t 
them wnmaik'd. A 
/ 1 
T. Town. So! here's a great deal of Company. 
La. Grace A great many People, my Lord, but no 
Vor, II. R Com- 
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Company — as you'll, find for here's one now» 
that ſeems to have, a mind to entertain us. 


[4 Mah, after ſome affetted Gaſture, makes up to 


Lady Townly, 
Mak. Wel, dear Lady. Tqownly, ſhan't we. lee you 
by-and-by ? | 


La. Town. I. don't know you, Madam, 

Mask. Don't you, ſerioufly? {in A /queaking Tone. 

La. Toun. Not I, indeed. * | 

Mak, Well, that's charming! but can't you gueſs? 

La. Town. Yes, I could gueſs wrong, 1 believe. 

Mask. That's what I'd have you do, 

La. Town. But, Madam, if I don't know you at all, 
is not that as well? 

Mask. Ay, but you do know me. 

La. Town, Dear Sifter, take her off o' my Hands; 
there's no bearing this, [ Apart. 

La. Grace. 1 fanſy I know you, Madam, 

. I fanſy you don't: What makes you think 
you do? 

La. Gract. Becauſe I have heard yon talk. 

Mask. Ay, but you don't know my Voice, I'm ſure. 

La. Grace. There is ſomething in your Wit and 
Humour, Madam, ſo very much your own, it is im- 
poſſible you can be any Body but my Lady Trifle. 

Mask. [Unmasking.) Dear Lady Grace! thou art a 
charming Creature, 

Ls. Grace. Is there no Body elſe we know here? 

Mask. O dear, yes! I have. out fifty already; 

La. Grace, Pray, who. are they} - 

Mask. O, charming Company! there's Lady Ramble 
a Lady Riot — Lady Kill Care 
Lady Squander Lady Strip Lady 
Pawn and the Dutcheſs. of Single-Guinta. 

L. Town. Is not it hard, my Dear! that 
People of Senſe and Probity, are ſometimes 
forc d to ſeem fond of ſuch Company? 4 

La. Town, My Lord, it 2 give * 
me Pain to remember their Acquaintance, 
but none to drop it immediately. 


La. Grace: 
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La. Grace. But ydu have given us no Account of the 


10 Men, Madam. Are they good for aty thing ? 
Mast. O yes! you mit know, I abways find out 
u them by their Endeavours to find out me. 
La. Grace. ny who ate they? 
Mast. Why, for your Men of Tip-top Wit and 
2 Pieaſure, about Town, thete's my Lord — Bite 
Lord Arch-wag — Young Brazen-Wit — Lord Timber- 
2 down -- Loid Joint- Liſe — "and -- Lord Mortgage. 


Then, for your pretty Fellows only — there's Sir 

Powder-Ptacock — Lord Lapwing — Billy e— 

L Beau Frightful — Sir Paul Plaiſter- crrun, and the Mar- 
quiſs of Montey- man. | 

La. Grace. Right! and theſe ate the fine Gentlemen 


'; that never want Elbow-room at an Aſſembly. 

Fo | Mack. the reſt, 1 ſuppoſe, by their tawdry, hired 
Habits, are Tradeſmen's Wives, Inns-of-Court Beaux, 

K | Jews, and kept Miſtreſſes. | 


L. Town, An admirable Collection! 
La. Grace. Well, of all our Publick Diverſions, I 


e. am amaz'd' how this that is fo very expenſive, and has 
3 ſo little to ſhew for it, can draw ſo much Company 
* | together, N 

| T. Town. O! if it were not vr; nm the better 
—— ſort would not come into it: And becauſe Money can 


rchafe a Ticket, the Common People ſcorn to be 
| ept out of it. 
EI Mast. Right, my Lord. Poor Lady Grace! I ſup- 
| ou are under the fame Aſtaniſhment, that an 
e ſhould draw fo much good Company. 
A La. Grace. Not at all, Madam; it's an eaſter matter 
y Atre to pratify the Ear, chan the Underſtanding. But 
have you no Notion, Madam, of receiving ſure 
and Profit at the ſame time ? 
Mask. Oh! quite Ro, unleſs it 8 
ning a great Stake; laying down a Vole, ſans prendre 
» may come up, to the profitable Pleafure you were 
fpeaking of. : 
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L. Town. You ſeem attentive, my Dear ? 

La. Town. Iam, my Lord; and amaz d & ,, 
at my own Follies, ſo ſtrongly painted in a- — 
nother Woman! 

La. Grace. But ſee, my Lord, we had beſt adjourn 
our Debate, 1 believe, for here are ſome Masks that 
ſeem to have a mind to divert other People as well as 


themſelves: | 
I. iown, The leaſt we can do is to give them a clear 


Stage then. ; ; 
[4 Dance of Masks here in various Characters. 
This was a Favour extraordinary. 
Enter Manly. 
O Manly! 1 honges we had loſt you. 
Man, I ask Pardon, my Lord; but I have been o- 
blig'd to look a little after my Country Family. ; 

L. Town, Well, pray, what have you done with 

chem? 
Man. They are all in the Houſe here, among the 
Masks, my Lord; if your Lordſhip has Curioſity e- 
nough, to ſtep into a lower Apartment, in three Mi- 
nutes I'll give you an ample Account of them. 

L. Town, O! by all means: We will wait upon 
you. The Scene ſhuts upon the Masks to a ſmaller 

Apartment. 
Manly re-enters, with Sir Francis Wronghead, 

Sir Fran, Well, Couſin, you have made my very 
Hair ftand an End! Waunds! if what you tell me be 
true, I'll ſtuff my whole Family into a Stage-Coach, 
and trundle them into the Country again on Monday 
Morning, 

Man. Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a way 
to redeem all: In the mean time, place your ſelf be- 
hind this Screen, and for the Truth of what I have 
told you, take the Evidence of your own Senſes : But 
be ſure you keep cloſe 'till I give you the Signal. 

Sir Fran. Sir, III warrant you Ah! m 
T.ady! my Lady Wronghead! What a bitter Buſineſs 
bave you drawn me into? e 


Man, 
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Man. Huſh! to your Poſt; here comes one Couple 


already. 
[$ir Francis retires behind the Screen, Ex, Man. 
Enter Myrtilla, with Squire Richard. 
S4. Rich, What! is this the Doctor's Chamber? 
Myr. Yes, * ſoftly. 
Sam. Rich. Well, but where is he? 

He'll de ready for us preſently, but he fays 
he can't do us the good Turn, without Witneſſes : So, 
when the Count and your Siſter come, you know, he 
and you may be Fathers for one another, 

Sg. Rich. Well, well, Tit for Tat! ay, ay, that will 
be Hendiy. 
Myr. And fee! here they come. 
Enter Count Baſſet, and Miſs Jenny. 
C. Baſ. So, ſo, here's your Brother, and his Bride, 


before us, my Dear. 


ny. Well, I vow, my Heart's at my Mouth till! 
I thought I ſrould never have got rid of Mama! but 
while ſhe ſtood gaping upon the Dance, I gave her 
the ſlip! Lawd! do but feel how it beats here. 

C. Baſ. O the pretty Flutterer! I proteft,, my Dear, 
you have put mine into the fame Palpitation ! 

Jenny. Ah! yon ſay fo ww but let's ſee now 
O Lud! I vow it thumps purely 
3 well, I ſee it will do, and fo where's the Par- 
on? 

C. Baſ. Mrs. Myrtiila, will you be ſo good as to ſee 
if the Doctot's ready for us? 

Myr. He only ſtaid for you, Sir: 1'Il fetch him im- 


mediately. [Ex. Myr. 


Jenny. Pray, Sir, am not I to take Place of Mama, 
when I'm a Counteſs? 

C. Baſ. No doubt on't, my Dear, 

Jenny. O Lud! how her Back will be up then, 
when ſhe meets me at an Aſſembly? or You and I in 
our Coach and Six, at Hyde-Park together? 

C. Baſ. Ay! or when ſhe hears the Boxkeepers. at 
an Opera, call out — The Counteſs! of Baſſet's 


Servants 
| R 3 Jenny. 
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Jenny. Well, I ſay it, that will be delicious! And 
then, mayhap, to have a fine Gentleman with a Star 
and a What-d'ye-callum Ribbon, lead me to my Chair, 
with his Hat under his Arm all the way! Hold up, 
ſays the Chairman, and ſo, ſays I, My Lord, your 
Humble Servant. I ſuppoſe, Madam, ſays he, we 
ſhall ſee you at my Lady Quadrille's! Ay, ay, to be 
ſure my Lord, ſays I — So in ſwops me, with my 
Hoop Auff d up to my Forehead! and away they trot, 
ſwing! ſwang! with my Taſſils dangling, and my 

Flambeaux blazing, and —— Oh! it's a charming thing 
to be a Woman of Quality!  - 

C. Baſ. Well! I ſee that plainly, my Dear, there's 
ne'era Dutcheſs of 'em all will become an Equipage, 


like you. . 
Jenny. Well, well, do you find Equipage, and I'll 
find Airs, I warrant you. | Sings, 


Squ. Rich. Troth! I think this Maſquerading's the 
merrieſt Game that ever I ſaw in my Life! Thof, in 
my mind, and there were but a little Wreſtling, or 
Cudgel-playing naw, it would help it hugely! But 
What a-rope makes. the Parſon ſtay ſo? 

C. Ba/. Oh! here he comes, I believe. 

Enter Myrtilla, with a Conſtable. 

Conſt, Well, Madam, pray which is the Party that 
wants a Spice of my Office here? 

Myr. That's the Gentleman, [ Painting to the Count. 
C. B.. Hey-day! what, in Maſquerade, Doctor 

Conſt. Doctor! Sir, I believe you have miſtaken your 
Man: But if you are called Count Baſſet, I have a Bil- 
let- doux in my Hand for you, that will ſet you right 
preſently. 

C. Baſ. What the Devil's the meaning of all this? 

Conſt, Only my Lord Chief Juſtice's Warrant againſt 
you for Forgery, Sir. 

C. Ba/, Blood and Thunder! 

Conft, And, ſo Sir, it you pleaſe to pull off your 
Fool's Frock there, I'll wait upon you to the next 
Juſtice of Peace immediately, 


Jenny 


— 
8 


your Journey to London! but now I'll have a Frolick 
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Jenny. O dear me! what's the matter? ¶ Trembling. 

C. Baſ. O! nothing, only a Maſquerading Frolick, 
my Dear. 

Squ. Rich. Oh ho! is that all? 

Sir Fran, No Sirrah! that is not all. 

[Sir Fran, coming ſoftly behind the Squire, knocks hun 

down with his Cane. | 

Emer Manly. 

Squ. Rich. O Lawd! O Lawd! he has beaten my 
Brains out! 

Man. Hold, Hold, Sir Francis, have a little Mercy 
upon my poor Godſon, pray Sir. 

Sir Fran. Waunds, Cozen, I han't Patience. 

C. Baſ. Manly ! nay, then I'm blown to the Devil. 
| [Aſide. 

Squ. Rich. O my Head! my Head! 

Enter Lady Wronghead. 

La. Wrong. What's the Matter, here, Gentlemen? 
oX Heavens ſake! What, are you murdering my Chil- 

ren? 

Conſt. No, no, Madam, no Murther ! only a little 
Suſpicion of Felony, that's all. 

Sir Fran, [To Jenny.] And for you Mrs. Hot-upon't, 
I could find in my Heart to make you wear that Habit, 
as long as you live, you Jade you. Do you know, 
Huſly, that you were within two Minutes of marrying 
a Pick-Pocket ? 

C. Baſ. So, ſo, all's out, I find. Aſide. 

Jenny. O the Mercy! why, pray, Papa, is not the 
Count a Man of Quality then ? 

Sir Fran, O yes! one of the unhang'd ones, it. 
ſeems, 

La. Wrong, { Aſide.| Married! O the confident: 
Thing! There was his urgent Buſineſs then — ſlight- 
ed for her! I han't Patience! and for ought I 
know, I have been all this while making a Friend- 
ſhip with a Highway-man ! 

Man. Mr, Conſtable! ſecurs that Door there. 

Sir Fran, Ah my Lady! my Lady! this comes of. 


of 
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of my own, Madam ; therefore pack up yout Trum- 
pery this yery Night, for the Moment my Horſes are 
able to crawl, you and your Brats ſhall make a Jour- 
ney into the Country again. 

La. Wrong. Indeed you are miſtaken, Sir Francis — 
I ſhall not ftir out of Town yet, 1 promiſe you. 

Sir Fran, Not ſtir! Waunds! Madam 

Man, Hold, Sir — if you'll give me leave a little — 
I fanfy 1 ſhall prevail with my Lady to think better 
on't. 

Sir Fran. Ah! Cann, you are a Friend indeed! 

Man. [Apart to my Lady.] Look Jon, Madam, as 
to the Fayour you deſign'd me, in ſending this ſpurious 
Letter incloſed to my Lady Grate, all the Revenge I 
have taken, is to have ſav'd your Son and Daughter 
from Ruin — Now if you will take them fairly and 

uietly into the Country again, I will fave your Lady- 

1p from Ruin. 

Za. Wrong, What do you mean, Sir? | 

Man. Why, Sir Francis —— ſhall never know what 
is in this Letter; look upon ir. How it came into my 
Hands you ſhall know ar leifure. 


an Appointment in it! I fhall fink wich Confuſion ! 

Man. What ſhall I ſay to Sir Francis, Madam? 

La. Wrong. Dear Sir! I am in fuch a Trembling ! 
preſerye my Honour, and I am all Obedience! 

[Apart to Manly. 

Man. Sir Francis — my Lady is ready to receive 
your Commands for her Journey, whenever you pleaſe 
to appoint it. 

Sir Fran, Ah Couſin! I doubt I am oblig'd to you 

it. | 

Man, Come, come, Sir Francis! take it as you 
find it, Obediencein a Wife is a good thing, though 
it were never fo wonderful! And now, Sit, we 


have _— do but to diſpoſe of this Gentleman. 


C. Paſ. 
me. 


. Manly ? Sir! I hope you won't ruin 
Man , 


La. Wrong. Ha! my Biller. doux to the Count! and 
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Man. Did not you forge this Note for five hundred 
Pound, - Sir ? ; 

C. Baſ. Sir I ſee you know the World, and 
therefore I ſhall not pretend to prevaricate- 
But it has hurt no Body yet, Sir! I beg you will not 
ſtigmatize me! ſince you have ſpoil'd my Fortune in 


One Family, I hope you won't be ſo cruel to a young 


Fellow, as to put it out of my Power, Sir, to make it 
in another, Sir! 

Man. Look you, Sir, I have not much Time to 
waſte with you: But if you expect Mercy yourſelf, you 
muſt ſhew it to one, you have been cruel to. 

C. Baſ. Cruel, Sir! 

Man. Have not you ruin'd this young Woman? 

C. Baſ. I. Sir? 

Man. I know you have therefore you can't 
blame her, if, in the Fact you are charg'd with, ſhe is 
a principal Witneſs againſt you. However, you have 
one, and one only Chance to get off with. Marry 
her this Inſtant and you take off her Evi- 
dence, 

C. Baſ. Dear Sir! 

Man. Na words, Sir; a Wife, or a Mittimus. 

C. Baſ. Lord, Sir! this is the moſt unmerciful 
Mercy ! 

Man. A private Penance, or a publick one a——— 
Conſtable ! 

C. Ba/. Hold Sir, ſince you are pleas'd to give ma 


my Choice; 1 will not make ſo ill a Compliment to 


the Lady, as not to give her the Preference. 

Man. It muſt be done this Minute, Sir: the Chap- 
lain you expected is ſtill within call. 

C. Baſ. Well, Sir, ſince it muſt be ſo — 
Come, Spouſe I am not the Firſt of the Fraterni- 
ty, that has run his Head into one Nooſe, to keep it 
out of another, 

Myr. Come, Sir, don't repine: Marriage is, at 
worſt, but playing upon the Square. 

1 I Ay, but the worſt of the Match too, is the 

vil. 


Man. 
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Man. Well, Sir, to let you ſee it is not ſo bad as the 
you think it; as a Reward for her Honeſty, in detecti 
our Practices, inſtead of the forged Bill, you would 
— put upon her, there's a Real One of five hundred 
Pound, to begin a new Honey-Moon with, 
[Gives it to Myrtilla, 
C. Baſ. Sir, this is ſo generous an Ad | 
Man, No Compliments, dear Sir I am not 
at leiſure now to receive them: Mr. Conffable, will you 
be ſo good as to wait upon this Gentleman into the 
next Room, and give this Lady in Marriage to him: 
Conſt. Sir, III do it faithfully. 
C. Baſ. Well! five hundred will ſerve to make a 
handſome Puſh with, however. 
| [Ex. Count, Myr. and Conſtable, 
Sir Fran. And that I may be ſure my Family's rid of 
him for ever — come my Lady, let's even take our 
Children along with us, and be all Witneſs of the Ce- 
remony. [Ex. Sir Fran, Lady Wrong. Miſs and Squire. | 
Man, Now, my Lord, you may enter, 


Enter Lord and Lady Townly, and Lady Grace. 

L. Town, So. Sir, I give you Joy of your Negotia. 
tion. 

Man. You overheard it all, I preſume ? 

La. Grace, From firſt to lift. Sir. 

L. Town. Never were Knaves and Fools better &. 
pos'd of. 

Man. A ſort of Poetical Juſtice, my Lord, not much 
above the Jadgment of a M dern Comedy. 

L. Town, To heighten that Refemblance, I think 
Siſter, there only w nts vour rewarding the Hero of 
the Fable, by na;ming the Day of his Happineſs. 

La. Grace, This "ay, To-morrow, every Hour, I 
hope, of Life to cone, will ſhew I want not Inclina- 
tion to comple it it. 

Man. Whatever I may want, Madam, you will al- 
ways find Endeavours to d- ſerve you. 

IL. Town, Then all are bappy. - 


Za. 


* 


„ he” 
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La. Town, Siſter ! I give you Joy! conſummate as 
the happieſt Pair can boaſt. 


In you, methinky, as in a Glaſs, I ſee 

The Happineſs, that once advanc'd to me. 
So viſible the Bliſs, ſo plain the Way, 

Haw: is it poſſible my Senſe could ftray ? 
But, now, a Convert, to this Truth, I come, 


That Married Happineſs is never found from Home. 


E P I- 


——D—— — 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


M ETHINKS I hear ſome Powder'd Critick ſey; 
VI Damn it! this Wife Reform'd has ſpoil'd the Play! 
The Coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in Faſhion, . 


« Have gratify'd her Soſier Inclination, 
« Havetipt her a Gallant,and clinch'd the Provocation. 
But there our Bard ſtops ſhort : For 'twere uncivil 
T' have made a modern Belle, all o'er a Devil! 
He hop'd, in homour of the Sex, the Age 
Would bear one mended Woman on the Stage. 
FRO M whence, you ſee, by Common Senſe's Rules, 
Wives might be govern'd, were not Husbands Fools. 
What-e'er by Nature Dames are prone to do, 
They ſeldom ſtray, but when they govern you. 
When the wild Wife perceives her Deary tame, 
No Wonder then ſhe plays him all the Game, 
But Men of Senſe meet rarely that Diſaſter , 
Women take Pride, where Merit is their Maſter : 
Nay, ſhe that with a Weak Man wiſely lives, 
Will ſeem t obey the due Commands ſhe gives! 
Happy Obedience is no more a Wontller, . 
When Men are Men, and keep them kindly under. 
But modern Conſorts are ſuch High-bred Creatures, 
They think a Husband's Power degrades their Features; 
That nothing more Proclaims a Reigning Beauty, 
Than that ſhe never was reproach'd with Duty : 
And that the greateſt Bleſſing Heaven ter ſent, 
Is in a Spouſe Incurious, and Content. 
To give ſuch Dames a different Caſt of Thought, 
By calling home the Mind, theſe Scenes were wrought, 
If, with a Hand too rude, the Tast is done 4 


We hope the Scheme, by Lady Grace laid down, 
Will all ſuch Freedom with the Sex atone, 


That 


3 


EPILOGUE. 


That Virtue there unſoil'd, by modiſh Art, 

Throws out Attractions for a Manly's Heart. 
1006 You then, Ladies, whoſe unqueſtion d Live- 2 

Give you the foremoſt Fame of Happy Wives, 5 

protect, for its Attempt, this helpleſs Play; 

Nor leave it to the vulgar Taſte, a Prey; 

Appear the frequent Champions of its Cauſe, 

Direct the Crowd, and give your ſelves Applauſe, 


Sung by Mrs. C1BBER, in the Fourth Att. 


The Words by Mr, Carer. 


; H, I'll have a Husband! ay, marry ; 
For why ſhould I longer tarry, 
For why ſhould I longer tarry 
Than other brisk Girls have done ? 
For if 1 ſtay, till I g. Gray, 
They'll call me old Maid, and fuſty old Jade; 
So I'll no longer tarry; 
But I'll have a Husband, ay marry, 
If Money can buy me One, 


My Mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming; 
And till in my Ears the is drumming, 
And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
That I ſuch vain Thoughts ſhou'd ſhun : 
My Siſters they cry, Oh fye! and O fye! 
But yet I can ſee, They're as coming as me: . 
So let me have Husbands in Plenty : 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 
Than die an Old Maid undone. 


Vo L. II. 8 Fung 


The Words by Mr. CAE. 


I. 


wW HAT tho' they call me Country Laſs; 
I read it plainly in my Glaſs, _ 


That for a Dutcheſs I might paſs: 
Oh, could I ſee the Day! 
Wou'd Fortune but attend my Call, 
At Park, at Play, at Ring and Ball, 

I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 


With a Stand by — Clear the Way, 
II. 


Surrounded by a Croud of Beaux, 


With ſmart Loupees, and powder'd Clothes, 
At Rivals 1'll turn up my Noſe : 


Oh, cou'd I ſee the Day! 
I'll dart ſuch Glances from thefe Eyes, 
Shall make ſome Lord, or Duke, my Prize; 
And then, Oh! how I'll tyrannize, 
Wich a Stand by —— Clear the Way. 
Wat III: 
Oh! then for ey'ry new Delight; 
For Equipage and Diamonds bright, 
Quadrille, and Plays, and Balls, all Night; 
Oh, cou'd I ſee the Day! 
Of Love and Joy I'd take my Fill, 
The tedious Hours of Life to kill, 
In every thing I'd haye my Will, 
With a Stand by —— Clear the Way, 
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Sung by Mrs. C1BBER, in the Fifth 48: 


